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Introduction
“For the love of money is a root of all kinds of evil. 

Some people, eager for money, have wandered from the faith 
and pierced themselves with many griefs.”

1 Timothy 6:10

“Earth provides enough to satisfy every man’s need, 
but not any man’s greed.”

Mohandas K. Gandhi	
“Greed, for lack of a better word, is good! Greed is right! Greed works! 

Greed clarifies, cuts through, 
and captures the essence of the evolutionary spirit.” 

Gordon Gekko, “Wall Street”

	 There aren’t any pigs in this book. 
	 That was a surprise: after all, a synonym for greed is 
“piggishness.” Yet, in 37 fable, folk and fairy tales you will encounter 
neither pig nor swine; in the in the 19 short stories, neither pork nor 
pork barrel. You will find wolves and foxes, which gives us our first 
clue to what our writers think about greed. 
	 The piggy kind of greed is thoughtless and gut-driven: 
unconscious, mindless, emotional, selfish impulses. Piggishness is a 
lack of control—not knowing when enough is enough, not knowing 
when to stop. Pig-greed consumes. It devours. Gluttony, another name 
for pig-greed, is not very complicated —childish, in fact—which is 
why it is not often the theme of the world’s great literature.
	 The wolf-greed and fox-greed are different: sly, ruthless, 
predatory, shrewd, calculating, amoral.  Wolf-greed and fox-greed 
are mindful—they know exactly what they are doing but do not care. 
Wolf-fox greed schemes and plots for more:  more money, more stuff, 
more secrets, more status, more power. It enjoys the heartbreak and 
mayhem it causes. 
	 Oscar Wilde was thinking about this wolf-fox greed when he 
wrote, “There are many things that we would throw away if we were 
not afraid that others might pick them up.” Fox-greed and wolf-greed 
hoard and withhold. They can turn into miserliness. Wolf-fox greed 
leads to other evils: lying, cheating, stealing—even murder. Gluttons 
are often the victims of a predators’ schemes — pigs will swallow 
anything. Wolves are predators; pigs are prey. The wolf-fox greed is 
often referred to as avarice. Avarice is very interesting indeed, and 
hence the theme of much of the world’s greatest literature.
	 Built into the definition of greed is the assertion that it is bad: 
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“excessive desire to acquire or possess more than one needs or deserves; 
reprehensible acquisitiveness; insatiable desire for wealth.” But buried in 
the definition is also the suggestion of a continuum—a scale of desire 
that starts somewhere with acceptable needs, reasonable acquisitiveness 
and suitable desire for wealth. At the other end of the line are greed, 
avarice and gluttony.
	 As I’ve been collecting these 56 classic stories about greed I’ve 
been asking everyone, “What’s the opposite of greed?”  
	 Logically, the opposite of excessive or reprehensible desire is 
the total absence of desire. That is the answer you would get from a 
Buddhist, to whom greed and desire are inseparable: they lead to evil 
and bind us to suffering. Buddhists have no scale of desire: just greed.
	 Most of my friends, however, answered that the opposite of 
greed is generosity. This is more in keeping with a Western tradition, 
in which greed is a deed rather than an abstract ideal. The ascetic path 
of rigorous self-denial is not prominent in the Abrahamic faiths. 
	 My conclusion is that the opposite of gluttony—pig-greed, or 
mindless consumption—is mindfulness.  We see this in the “cures” 
for gluttony: dieters are advised to journal what they eat; spendthrifts 
to devise a budget. We can request an “energy audit” or calculate our 
carbon footprint as an antidote for gobbling up too much of the earth’s 
resources. The opposite of thoughtless consumption it to think. 
	 The opposite of avarice—the wolf-fox greed—is, I propose, 
love. Perhaps more precise words are the Latin caritas or the Greek 
agape, both meaning esteem or affection—love—for our fellow 
humans. When we care for others, we do not scheme to cheat them of 
their wealth and property. We don’t hoard: we share. We trust in the 
bounty of the universe to provide for everyone and every thing.
	 The Gordon Gekko character in the film “Wall Street” fails 
to acknowledge the continuum of desire that on one hand is total 
abnegation—what we might recognize as sainthood—and unmitigated 
greed on the other, with a vast middle that is that can tip either way. 
There is no balance point in “Wall Street.” It’s all or nothing. “If you 
want a friend,” Gekko advises, “get a dog.” So much for caritas.
 	 This is in keeping with the Western business model: the modern 
corporation is treated as a person under law, but a person whose only 
legal motive is profit for its shareholders. Perhaps it is too much to ask 
corporations and other institutions to balance desire with love, but it is 
within reason to expect them to balance desire with justice.  
	 The question of whether greed is necessary for the economy—
for capitalism—is perhaps best left to economists: Can our economic 
system exist without greed, without insatiable and reprehensible desire? 
I humbly propose that the new breed of successful socially responsible 
entrepreneurs suggest that it is possible; that there exists a point 



vii

between unmitigated greed and selfless love where there is balance.
	 A binary choice of greedy/not greedy is, in many ways, easier 
to work with than a calibrated scale of desire, tempered by love and 
justice.	 A yes/no is hard to dodge: a continuum gives you wiggle room. 
We rationalize (at least I do) that I need this thing to fit in, to be taken 
seriously, because it’s expected of someone in my position, because I 
deserve it, I’ve earned it, it’s a wise investment, it’s safer . . . I’m not 
really miserly, I’m frugal . . .  and so on, and so on. It calls upon us 
to continually evaluate our relationship with money and possessions, 
balanced against love and justice, and to make difficult choices. With 
freedom comes responsibility.

* * * 
	 In a classic routine, the comedian Jack Benny  was accosted by 
a mugger who snarled: “This is a stickup! Your money or your life!” 
Benny paused, and the audience, aware of his reputation as a skinflint, 
laughed. The robber repeated his demand: “Your money or your life!”  
Benny snapped back: “I’m thinking it over!”
	 This is the tragedy of greed: for the greedy, money is more 
important than life itself. Greed is driven by fear: however much is 
accumulated, it is never enough: it can be snatched away in a moment 
and what is left is . . . nothing. The greedy are never happy: as Timothy 
warned us, they are “pierced with many griefs.”
	 At least that’s what I think after reading these 56 stories about 
greed. You might come to a different conclusion, a deeper analysis, a 
new train of thought to follow. You will bring your own experience 
to these stories and they will mean something different to you. Your 
friends will have different answers to the question, “What is the 
opposite of greed.” 
	 The first section , “Once Upon a Time,” consists of fables and 
folk tales that we may have heard when we were children. This is how 
our parents and teachers attempt to tame our childish greed. They 
come from many cultures and many eras: the struggle to come to grips 
with greed is universal. 
	 The second section, “The Love of Money is the Root of All Evil,” 
includes  14 “grown-up” stories about greed. The final section, “Love 
is Patient, Love is Kind,” includes six stories about love triumphant 
and greed conquered. 
	 I hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as I enjoyed 
collecting them. I encourage you to read the stories aloud with friends, 
and to  use them as a springboard for a  conversation about greed.  

Susan Ives
San Antonio, Texas,  October 24, 2009



viii

The tighter you squeeze, 
the less you have. 
Thomas Merton

It is preoccupation with possessions, 
more than anything else, 

that prevents us from living freely and nobly. 
Henry David Thoreau

What a miserable thing life is: you’re living in clover, 
only the clover isn’t good enough. 

Bertolt Brecht

Greed is a fat demon with a small mouth 
and whatever you feed it is never enough.

Janwillem van de Wetering

We are all born brave, trusting and greedy, 
and most of us remain greedy. 

Mignon McLaughlin

It always seemed strange to me that the things we admire in men—
kindness and generosity, openness, honesty, understanding and feeling —

are the concomitants of failure in our system. 
And those traits we detest—sharpness, greed, aquisitiveness, meanness, 

egotism and self-interest—are the traits of success. And while men admire 
the quality of the first, they love the produce of the second.” 

John Steinbeck

Worse than traitors in arms are the men who pretend loyalty to the flag, feast 
and fatten on the misfortunes of the nation, while patriotic blood is crimsoning 

the plains of the South and their countrymen moldering the dust.
Abraham Lincoln
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Avaricious and Envious
Æsop

	 Two neighbors came before Jupiter and prayed him 
to grant their hearts’ desire. Now the one was full of 
avarice, and the other eaten up with envy. So to punish 

them both, Jupiter granted that each might have whatever he wished 
for himself, but only on condition that his neighbor had twice as much. 
The avaricious man prayed to have a room full of gold. No sooner said 
than done; but all his joy was turned to grief when he found that his 
neighbor had two rooms full of the precious metal. Then came the turn 
of the envious man, who could not bear to think that his neighbor had 
any joy at all. So he prayed that he might have one of his own eyes put 
out, by which means his companion would become totally blind.
	 Vices are their own punishment. 

The Dog and His Reflection 
Æsop

	 A Dog, to whom the butcher had thrown a bone, was 
hurrying home with his prize as fast as he could go. As 
he crossed a narrow footbridge, he happened to look 

down and saw himself reflected in the quiet water as if in a mirror. But 
the greedy dog thought he saw a real dog carrying a bone much bigger 
than his own.
	 If he had stopped to think he would have known better. But 
instead of thinking, he dropped his bone and sprang at the dog in the 
river, only to find himself swimming for dear life to reach the shore. At 
last he managed to scramble out, and as he stood sadly thinking about 
the good bone he had lost, he realized what a stupid dog he had been.
	 It is very foolish to be greedy.
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The Travelers and The Purse
Æsop

	 Two men were traveling in company along the road when 
one of them picked up a well-filled purse.
	 “How lucky I am!” he said. “I have found a purse. 

Judging by its weight it must be full of gold.”
	 “Do not say ‘I have found a purse,’” said his companion. “Say 
rather ‘we have found a purse’ and ‘how lucky we are.’ Travelers 
ought to share alike the fortunes or misfortunes of the road.”
	 “No, no,” replied the other angrily. “I found it and I am going 
to keep it.”
	 Just then they heard a shout of “Stop, thief!” and looking 
around, saw a mob of people armed with clubs coming down the road.
	 The man who had found the purse fell into a panic.
	 “We are lost if they find the purse on us,” he cried.
	 “No, no,” replied the other, “You would not say ‘we’ before, so 
now stick to your ‘I’. Say ‘I am lost.’”
	 We cannot expect any one to share our misfortunes unless we are 
willing to share our good fortune also.

The Fox and the Grapes
 Æsop

 ONE hot summer’s day a Fox was strolling through an 
orchard till he came to a bunch of Grapes just ripening on 
a vine which had been trained over a lofty branch. “Just 

the things to quench my thirst,” quoth he. Drawing back a few paces, 
he took a run and a jump, and just missed the bunch. Turning round 
again with a One, Two, Three, he jumped up, but with no greater 
success. Again and again he tried after the tempting morsel, but at last 
had to give it up, and walked away with his nose in the air, saying: “I 
am sure they are sour.”

        	 “It is easy to despise what you cannot get.” 
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The Miser
Æsop

	 A miser sold all that he had and bought a lump of gold, 
which he buried in a hole in the ground by the side 
of an old wall and went to look at daily. One of his 

workmen observed his frequent visits to the spot and decided to watch 
his movements. He soon discovered the secret of the hidden treasure, 
and digging down, came to the lump of gold, and stole it. The miser, 
on his next visit, found the hole empty and began to tear his hair and to 
make loud lamentations. A neighbor, seeing him overcome with grief 
and learning the cause, said, “Pray do not grieve so; but go and take 
a stone, and place it in the hole, and fancy that the gold is still lying 
there. It will do you quite the same service; for when the gold was 
there, you had it not, as you did not make the slightest use of it.”
	 Wealth unused might as well not exist.

The Wolf and the Crane
Æsop

	 A wolf had been gorging on an animal he had killed, 
when suddenly a small bone in the meat stuck in his 
throat and he could not swallow it. He soon felt terrible 

pain in his throat, and ran up and down groaning and groaning and 
seeking for something to relieve the pain. He tried to induce every one 
he met to remove the bone. “I would give anything,” said he, “if you 
would take it out.” At last the crane agreed to try, and told the Wolf to 
lie on his side and open his jaws as wide as he could. Then the Crane 
put its long neck down the wolf’s throat, and with its beak loosened 
the bone, till at last it got it out. “Will you kindly give me the reward 
you promised?” said the crane. The wolf grinned and showed his teeth 
and said: “Be content. You have put your head inside a wolf’s mouth 
and taken it out again in safety; that ought to be reward enough for 
you.” 
	 Gratitude and greed go not together.



6

THE LOVE OF MONEY

The Goose With the Golden Eggs
Æsop

	 One day a countryman going to the nest of his goose 
found there an egg all yellow and glittering. When he 
took it up it was as heavy as lead and he was going 

to throw it away, because he thought a trick had been played upon 
him. But he took it home on second thoughts, and soon found to his 
delight that it was an egg of pure gold. Every morning the same thing 
occurred, and he soon became rich by selling his eggs. As he grew 
rich he grew greedy; and thinking to get at once all the gold the goose 
could give, he killed it and opened it only to find nothing. 
	 Greed oft o’er reaches itself.

The Hen Who Laid Golden Eggs
La Fontaine

When greed attempts to win all, greed
Loses all. In support I only need
Cite the old story we’ve all heard

Of the man who owned a hen that used to lay
A gold egg every day.
Convinced her gizzard was a treasure-vault,
He killed and opened up the bird,
Only to find an average specimen
Of egg-producing hen.
Thus he destroyed
Through his own fault
The great bonanza he’d enjoyed.

For grabbers here’s a pretty warning.
In recent years it’s been a common sight
To see men ruined overnight
Who tried to make a fortune before morning.
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The Boy and The Filberts
Æsop

	 A boy was given permission to put his hand into a pitcher 
to get some filberts. But he took such a great fistful 
that he could not draw his hand out again. There he 

stood, unwilling to give up a single filbert and yet unable to get them 
all out at once. Vexed and disappointed he began to cry.
	 “My boy,” said his mother, “be satisfied with half the nuts you 
have taken and you will easily get your hand out. Then perhaps you 
may have some more filberts some other time.”
	 Do not attempt too much at once.

Mercury and the Workman

	 A workman, felling wood by the side of a river, let his 
axe drop by accident into a deep pool. Being thus 
deprived of the means of his livelihood, he sat down 

on the bank and lamented his hard fate. 
	 Mercury appeared and demanded the cause of his tears. After 
he told him his misfortune, Mercury plunged into the stream, and, 
bringing up a golden axe, inquired if that were the one he had lost. On 
his saying that it was not his, Mercury disappeared beneath the water 
a second time, returned with a silver axe in his hand, and again asked 
the workman if it were his. 
	 When the workman said it was not, he dived into the pool for 
the third time and brought up the axe that had been lost. The workman 
claimed it and expressed his joy at its recovery. Mercury, pleased with 
his honesty, gave him the golden and silver axes in addition to his 
own. 
	 The workman, on his return to his house, related to his 
companions all that had happened. One of them at once resolved to 
try and secure the same good fortune for himself. He ran to the river 
and threw his axe on purpose into the pool at the same place, and sat 
down on the bank to weep. Mercury appeared to him just as he hoped 
he would; and having learned the cause of his grief, plunged into the 
stream and brought up a golden axe, inquiring if he had lost it. The 
workman seized it greedily, and declared that truly it was the very 
same axe that he had lost. 
	 Mercury, displeased at his knavery, not only took away the 
golden axe, but refused to recover for him the axe he had thrown into 
the pool.
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Story of the Blind Baba-Abdalla
Arabian Nights

	 I was born, Commander of the Faithful, in Bagdad, and was 
left an orphan while I was yet a very young man, for my 
parents died within a few days of each other. I had inherited 

from them a small fortune, which I worked hard night and day to 
increase, till at last I found myself the owner of eighty camels. These I 
hired out to travelling merchants, whom I frequently accompanied on 
their various journeys, and always returned with large profits.
	 One day I was coming back from Balsora, whither I had taken 
a supply of goods, intended for India, and halted at noon in a lonely 
place, which promised rich pasture for my camels. I was resting in the 
shade under a tree, when a dervish, going on foot towards Balsora, sat 
down by my side, and I inquired whence he had come and to what 
place he was going. We soon made friends, and after we had asked 
each other the usual questions, we produced the food we had with us, 
and satisfied our hunger.
	 While we were eating, the dervish happened to mention that 
in a spot only a little way off from where we were sitting, there was 
hidden a treasure so great that if my eighty camels were loaded till 
they could carry no more, the hiding place would seem as full as if it 
had never been touched.
	 At this news I became almost beside myself with joy and greed, 
and I flung my arms round the neck of the dervish, exclaiming: “Good 
dervish, I see plainly that the riches of this world are nothing to you, 
therefore of what use is the knowledge of this treasure to you? Alone 
and on foot, you could carry away a mere handful. But tell me where it 
is, and I will load my eighty camels with it, and give you one of them 
as a token of my gratitude.”
	 Certainly my offer does not sound very magnificent, but it was 
great to me, for at his words a wave of covetousness had swept over 
my heart, and I almost felt as if the seventy-nine camels that were left 
were nothing in comparison.
	 The dervish saw quite well what was passing in my mind, but 
he did not show what he thought of my proposal.
	 “My brother,” he answered quietly, “you know as well as I do, 
that you are behaving unjustly. It was open to me to keep my secret, 
and to reserve the treasure for myself. But the fact that I have told you 
of its existence shows that I had confidence in you, and that I hoped to 
earn your gratitude for ever, by making your fortune as well as mine. 
But before I reveal to you the secret of the treasure, you must swear 
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that, after we have loaded the camels with as much as they can carry, 
you will give half to me, and let us go our own ways. I think you will 
see that this is fair, for if you present me with forty camels, I on my side 
will give you the means of buying a thousand more.”
	 I could not of course deny that what the dervish said was 
perfectly reasonable, but, in spite of that, the thought that the dervish 
would be as rich as I was unbearable to me. Still there was no use 
in discussing the matter, and I had to accept his conditions or bewail 
to the end of my life the loss of immense wealth. So I collected my 
camels and we set out together under the guidance of the dervish. 
After walking some time, we reached what looked like a valley, but 
with such a narrow entrance that my camels could only pass one by 
one. The little valley, or open space, was shut up by two mountains, 
whose sides were formed of straight cliffs, which no human being 
could climb.
	 When we were exactly between these mountains the dervish 
stopped.
	 “Make your camels lie down in this open space,” he said, “so 
that we can easily load them; then we will go to the treasure.”
	 I did what I was bid, and rejoined the dervish, whom I found 
trying to kindle a fire out of some dry wood. As soon as it was alight, 
he threw on it a handful of perfumes, and pronounced a few words 
that I did not understand, and immediately a thick column of smoke 
rose high into the air. He separated the smoke into two columns, and 
then I saw a rock, which stood like a pillar between the two mountains, 
slowly open, and a splendid palace appear within.
	 But, Commander of the Faithful, the love of gold had taken 
such possession of my heart, that I could not even stop to examine the 
riches, but fell upon the first pile of gold within my reach and began to 
heap it into a sack that I had brought with me.
	 The dervish likewise set to work, but I soon noticed that he 
confined himself to collecting precious stones, and I felt I should be 
wise to follow his example. At length the camels were loaded with as 
much as they could carry, and nothing remained but to seal up the 
treasure, and go our ways.
	 Before, however, this was done, the dervish went up to a great 
golden vase, beautifully chased, and took from it a small wooden box, 
which he hid in the bosom of his dress, merely saying that it contained 
a special kind of ointment. Then he once more kindled the fire, threw 
on the perfume, and murmured the unknown spell, and the rock 
closed, and stood whole as before.
	 The next thing was to divide the camels, and to charge them 
with the treasure, after which we each took command of our own 
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and marched out of the valley, till we reached the place in the high 
road where the routes diverge, and then we parted, the dervish going 
towards Balsora, and I to Bagdad. We embraced each other tenderly, 
and I poured out my gratitude for the honor he had done me, in 
singling me out for this great wealth, and having said a hearty farewell 
we turned our backs, and hastened after our camels.
	 I had hardly come up with mine when the demon of envy filled 
my soul. “What does a dervish want with riches like that?” I said to 
myself. “He alone has the secret of the treasure, and can always get as 
much as he wants,” and I halted my camels by the roadside, and ran 
back after him.
	 I was a quick runner, and it did not take me very long to come 
up with him. “My brother,” I exclaimed, as soon as I could speak, 
“almost at the moment of our leave-taking, a reflection occurred to me, 
which is perhaps new to you. You are a dervish by profession, and live a 
very quiet life, only caring to do good, and careless of the things of this 
world. You do not realize the burden that you lay upon yourself, when 
you gather into your hands such great wealth, besides the fact that no 
one, who is not accustomed to camels from his birth, can ever manage 
the stubborn beasts. If you are wise, you will not encumber yourself 
with more than thirty, and you will find those trouble enough.”
	 “You are right,” replied the dervish, who understood me quite 
well, but did not wish to fight the matter. “I confess I had not thought 
about it. Choose any ten you like, and drive them before you.”
	 I selected ten of the best camels, and we proceeded along the 
road, to rejoin those I had left behind. I had got what I wanted, but I 
had found the dervish so easy to deal with, that I rather regretted I had 
not asked for ten more. I looked back. He had only gone a few paces, 
and I called after him.
	 “My brother,” I said, “I am unwilling to part from you without 
pointing out what I think you scarcely grasp, that large experience of 
camel-driving is necessary to anybody who intends to keep together 
a troop of thirty. In your own interest, I feel sure you would be much 
happier if you entrusted ten more of them to me, for with my practice 
it is all one to me if I take two or a hundred.”
	 As before, the dervish made no difficulties, and I drove off my 
ten camels in triumph, only leaving him with twenty for his share. I had 
now sixty, and anyone might have imagined that I should be content.
	 But, Commander of the Faithful, there is a proverb that says, 
“the more one has, the more one wants.” So it was with me. I could 
not rest as long as one solitary camel remained to the dervish; and 
returning to him I redoubled my prayers and embraces, and promises 
of eternal gratitude, till the last twenty were in my hands.
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	 “Make a good use of them, my brother,” said the holy man. 
“Remember riches sometimes have wings if we keep them for ourselves, 
and the poor are at our gates expressly that we may help them.”
	 My eyes were so blinded by gold, that I paid no heed to his wise 
counsel, and only looked about for something else to grasp. Suddenly 
I remembered the little box of ointment that the dervish had hidden, 
and which most likely contained a treasure more precious than all the 
rest. Giving him one last embrace, I observed accidentally, “What are 
you going to do with that little box of ointment? It seems hardly worth 
taking with you; you might as well let me have it. And really, a dervish 
who has given up the world has no need of ointment!”
	 Oh, if he had only refused my request! But then, supposing 
he had, I should have got possession of it by force, so great was the 
madness that had laid hold upon me. However, far from refusing it, the 
dervish at once held it out, saying gracefully, “Take it, my friend, and 
if there is anything else I can do to make you happy you must let me 
know.”
	 Directly the box was in my hands I wrenched off the cover. “As 
you are so kind,” I said, “tell me, I pray you, what are the virtues of this 
ointment?”
	 “They are most curious and interesting,” replied the dervish. 
“If you apply a little of it to your left eye you will behold in an instant 
all the treasures hidden in the bowels of the earth. But beware lest you 
touch your right eye with it, or your sight will be destroyed for ever.”
	 His words excited my curiosity to the highest pitch. “Make trial 
on me, I implore you,” I cried, holding out the box to the dervish. “You 
will know how to do it better than I! I am burning with impatience to 
test its charms.”
	 The dervish took the box I had extended to him, and, bidding 
me shut my left eye, touched it gently with the ointment. When I opened 
it again I saw spread out, as it were before me, treasures of every kind 
and without number. But as all this time I had been obliged to keep 
my right eye closed, which was very fatiguing, I begged the dervish to 
apply the ointment to that eye also.
	 “If you insist upon it I will do it,” answered the dervish, “but 
you must remember what I told you just now—that if it touches your 
right eye you will become blind on the spot.”
	 Unluckily, in spite of my having proved the truth of the 
dervish’s words in so many instances, I was firmly convinced that he 
was now keeping concealed from me some hidden and precious virtue 
of the ointment. So I turned a deaf ear to all he said.
	 “My brother,” I replied smiling, “I see you are joking. It is not 
natural that the same ointment should have two such exactly opposite 
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effects.”
	 “It is true all the same,” answered the dervish, “and it would be 
well for you if you believed my word.”
	 But I would not believe, and, dazzled by the greed of avarice, I 
thought that if one eye could show me riches, the other might teach me 
how to get possession of them. And I continued to press the dervish to 
anoint my right eye, but this he resolutely declined to do.
	 “After having conferred such benefits on you,” said he, “I am 
loth indeed to work you such evil. Think what it is to be blind, and do 
not force me to do what you will repent as long as you live.”
	 It was of no use. “My brother,” I said firmly, “pray say no 
more, but do what I ask. You have most generously responded to my 
wishes up to this time, do not spoil my recollection of you for a thing 
of such little consequence. Let what will happen I take it on my own 
head, and will never reproach you.”
	 “Since you are determined upon it,” he answered with a sigh, 
“there is no use talking,” and taking the ointment he laid some on my 
right eye, which was tight shut. When I tried to open it heavy clouds of 
darkness floated before me. I was as blind as you see me now!
	 “Miserable dervish!” I shrieked, “so it is true after all! Into what 
a bottomless pit has my lust after gold plunged me. Ah, now that my 
eyes are closed they are really opened. I know that all my sufferings 
are caused by myself alone! But, good brother, you, who are so kind 
and charitable, and know the secrets of such vast learning, have you 
nothing that will give me back my sight?”
	 “Unhappy man,” replied the dervish, “it is not my fault that 
this has befallen you, but it is a just chastisement. The blindness of 
your heart has wrought the blindness of your body. Yes, I have secrets; 
that you have seen in the short time that we have known each other. 
But I have none that will give you back your sight. You have proved 
yourself unworthy of the riches that were given you. Now they have 
passed into my hands, whence they will flow into the hands of others 
less greedy and ungrateful than you.”
	 The dervish said no more and left me, speechless with shame 
and confusion, and so wretched that I stood rooted to the spot, while 
he collected the eighty camels and proceeded on his way to Balsora. It 
was in vain that I entreated him not to leave me, but at least to take me 
within reach of the first passing caravan. He was deaf to my prayers 
and cries, and I should soon have been dead of hunger and misery if 
some merchants had not come along the track the following day and 
kindly brought me back to Bagdad.
	 From a rich man I had in one moment become a beggar; and up 
to this time I have lived solely on the alms that have been bestowed on 
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me. But, in order to expiate the sin of avarice, which was my undoing, 
I oblige each passer-by to give me a blow.
	 This, Commander of the Faithful, is my story.
	 When the blind man had ended the Caliph addressed him: 
“Baba-Abdalla, truly your sin is great, but you have suffered enough. 
Henceforth repent in private, for I will see that enough money is given 
you day by day for all your wants.”
	 At these words Baba-Abdalla flung himself at the Caliph’s feet, 
and prayed that honor and happiness might be his portion for ever.
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The Story of Kenkebe
Xhosa Folk Tale 

Georg McCall Theal

	 There was once a great famine in a certain country, and 
the people were obliged to eat wild plants to keep 
themselves alive. Their principal food during this time 

was nongwes, which they dug out of the ground.
	 There was living at that place a man called Kenkebe, and one 
day his wife said to him,”My husband, go to my father and ask him to 
give us some corn.”
	 The man said Yes, I will go.”
	 So he rose up early in the morning, and went on till he arrived 
at his father-in-law’s village, where he was received with every mark 
of kindness. A very large ox was killed for his entertainment. It was 
so large that it was six days before it was all eaten. His father-in-law 
asked of him the news.
	 He said: “There is no news to tell to friends. All the news is 
this, that at my home there is not a grain to be eaten. Famine is over our 
heads. Will you give us some corn, for we are dying?”
	 His father-in-law gave him seven bags [i.e. skins of animals 
dressed entire] full of millet, and his wife’s sisters went with him to 
carry them. When they came to a valley close by his home, he told his 
sisters-in-law that they could now go back to their father.
	 They said: “How will you manage to carry all those bags 
alone?”
	 He replied: “I shall be able to carry them all now, because we 
are not far from my home.”
	 So those girls went back to their father.
	 Then he carried the bags one by one, and hid them in a cave 
under a great rock that was there. Afterwards he took some of the millet 
and ground it. When it was ground very fine he made it into cakes just 
like nongwes. Then he dug some real nongwes out of the ground, and 
went home to his wife.
	 He said to her: “There is a great famine at your father’s also. I 
found the people there eating themselves.”
	 He told his wife to make a fire. Then he pretended to cut a 
piece of meat out of his thigh, and said: “So are they doing at your 
father’s village. Now, my wife, let us do the same.”
	 His wife cut a piece from her leg and roasted it. The piece that 
Kenkebe put on the fire was some that he had brought home with him.
	 Then Kenkebe’s little boy said: “Why does my father’s meat 
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smell nice in roasting, and my mother’s meat does not smell nice?”
	 Kenkebe answered: “It is because it is taken from the leg of a 
man.”
	 After this he gave his wife some nongwes to roast. He took for 
himself some of those he had made of corn.
	 The little boy said: “Why do my father’s nongwes smell nice in 
roasting and my mother’s do not smell nice?”
	 Kenkebe said: “It is because they were dug by a man.”
	 After eating, he went outside, but he had dropped one of his 
nongwes by the fire. When he went out the boy found the nongwe. He 
broke it in two and gave half to his mother.
	 He said: “There is a difference between our nongwes and those 
of father’s.”
	 His mother said: “Yes, my child, this one is made of corn.”
	 The next morning, just at the first beginning of dawn, Kenkebe 
got up and went away with a pot in his hand. The boy was awake, and 
saw his father go out. So he called to his mother, and said: “Mother, 
mother, wake, my father is going away with the pot in his hand.”
	 So she got up, and they followed after Kenkebe. They saw him 
go to the cave where he took some corn out of one of the bags and 
began to grind it. Then they went on top of the rock, and rolled a big 
stone over.
	 When Kenkebe saw the stone coming he ran away, but it 
followed close behind him. He ran down the valley, the stone kept 
running too. He jumped into a deep hole in the river, down went the 
stone too. He ran up the hill, up went the stone also. He ran over the 
plain, but whenever he turned to look, the stone was there just behind 
him, So it continued all that day. At night he reached his own house, 
and then the stone stopped. His wife had already come home, and had 
brought with her one of the bags of corn.
	 Kenkebe came in crying.
	 His wife said to him: “Why do you cry as if you were a child?”
	 He said: “Because I am very tired and very hungry.”
	 She said: “Where are your clothes and your bag?”
	 He replied I was crossing a river, and I fell down. The stream 
carried away my mantle, and my bag, and my kerries, and everything 
that was mine.”
	 Then his wife gave him his mantle, which she had picked tip 
when he was running away, and she said to him: “You are foolish to 
do such things. There is no food for you tonight.”
	 The next morning Kenkebe rose early and went out to hunt 
with his two dogs. The name of the one was Tumtumse, and the name 
of the other was Mbambozozele. He found an eland with a young calf, 
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which he drove to his place. He cut an ear off the calf and roasted it 
in the fire. It was fat, and he liked it so much that he cut the other ear 
off and cooked it also. Then he wished to kill the calf, but he said to 
himself: “If I kill this calf I shall not be able to get milk from the eland.”
	 So he called his two dogs, and said to the one: “Tumtumse, my 
dog, if I kill this calf, will you imitate it and suck the eland for me?”
	 The dog said: “No, I will bark like a dog.”
	 Kenkebe said: “Get out of my sight and never come near me 
again you ugly, useless animal.”
	 He said to the other Mbambozozele, my dog, if I kill this calf, 
will you imitate it and suck the eland for me?”
	 The dog said: “I will do so.”
	 Then he killed the calf and ate it. He took the skin and put it 
upon Mbambozozele, so that the eland thought it was her calf that 
sucked before Kenkebe milked her. But one day the dog was sucking 
too long, and Kenkebe wanted him to leave off. He tried to drink just 
a few drops more, when his master got angry and struck him with a 
stick. Thereupon the dog began to howl, and the eland saw how she 
had been deceived. At once she ran after Kenkebe and tried to stick 
him with her horns. He ran one way and the eland ran after him, then 
he ran another way, and still the eland chased him.
	 His wife came out and saw him running. She cried out to him: 
“jump up quickly on the big stone.” He did so, and the eland ran with 
such fury against that stone that it broke its head and fell down dead.
	 They then cut the eland up and wanted to cook it, but there 
was no fire. Kenkebe said to his son: “Go to the village of the cannibals 
that is on that hill over the valley, and ask for some fire; but do not take 
any meat with you, lest they should smell it.”
	 The boy went, but he hid a piece of meat and took it with him. 
When he got to the first house he asked for fire, but they sent him to 
the next. At the next they sent him farther, and so he had to go to the 
house that was farthest away. An old woman lived there. The boy gave 
her a little piece of meat, and said: “Do not cook it till I am far away 
with the fire.”
	 But as soon as the boy was gone, she put it on the coals. The 
smell came to the noses of the cannibals, and they ran to the place and 
swallowed the old woman, and the meat, and the fire, and even the 
ashes.
	 Then they ran after the boy. When he came near his own house, 
he cried out: “Hide yourselves, you that are at home.”
	 His father said: “My son is saying, we must gather wood that 
will make coals.”
	 His mother said: “No, he is saying we must hide ourselves.”



17

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

	 The boy cried again: “Hide yourselves.”
	 Then his mother hid herself in a bush: an old woman that was 
there covered herself with ashes, and Kenkebe climbed up into, a tree, 
with the breast of the eland in his hand. The boy slipped into a hole 
that was by the side of the path.
	 The cannibals came to the place. First they ate the eland. Then 
one of them said: “Search under the ashes.”
	 There they found the old wornan, and they ate her. Then they 
said: “Search in the tree.”
	 There they found Kenkebe. He cried very much, but they 
would not spare him. They ate him and the breast of the eland. Then 
the wise one said: “Look in the bush.”
	 They looked there and found the wife of Kenkebe. They said: 
“We will eat her another time,” and so they took her home with them. 
They did not look for the boy.
	 The woman made a plan to escape. She made beer for the 
cannibals, and they all came to drink. They sat together in a big house, 
and drank very much beer. Then she said: “Can I go out?”
	 They said: “You can go, but come back quickly.”
	 She said: “Shall I close the entrance?”
	 They said: “Close it.”
	 Then she took fire and put it on the house and all those 
cannibals were burnt to death. So the woman escaped, and afterwards 
lived happily with her son.

End Notes
	 In the above story Kenkebe is represented as the personification 
of selfish greed. In this character his name has passed into a common 
proverb–
    Sibayeni sonke, Kenkebe.
    We are all bridegrooms, Kenkebe

	 This saying is used to any one who does not readily share food 
with others. It means, we are all entitled to a portion, you greedy one. 
A Kaffir, when eating, commonly shares his food with any others who 
may be present at the time.
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Br’er Rabbit Pretends To Be Poisoned 
Uncle Remus  (Joel Chandler Harris)

	 One time Br’er Rabbit un Br’er Wolf tuck’n gone off 
som’ers un kilt a cow, un w’en dey come fer ter ‘vide 
out de kyarkiss, Br’er Wolf ‘low dat bein’s he de biggest 

he oughter have de mos’, un he light in, he did, un do like he gwine ter 
take it all. Br’er Rabbit do like he don’t keer much, but he keer so bad 
hit make ‘im right sick. He tuck’n walk all ‘roun’ de kyarkiss, he did, 
un snuff de air, un terreckly he say:—
	 ’Br’er Wolf!—O Br’er Wolf!—is dis meat smell ‘zuckly right ter 
you?’
	 Br’er Wolf, he cuttin’ un he kyarvin’ un he ain’t sayin’ nothin’. 
Br’er Rabbit, he walk all ‘roun’ un ‘roun’ de kyarkiss. He feel it un he 
kick it. Terreckly he say:—
	 ’Br’er Wolf!—O Br’er Wolf!—Dis meat feel mighty flabby ter 
me; how it feel ter you?’
	 Br’er Wolf, he year all dat’s said, but he keep on a-cuttin’ un a 
kyarvin’. Br’er Rabbit say:—
	 ’You kin talk er not talk, Br’er Wolf, des ez youer min’ ter, yit ef 
I ain’t mistooken in de sign, you’ll do some tall talkin’ ‘fo’ youer done 
wid dis beef. Now you mark w’at I tell you!’
	 Br’er Rabbit put out fum dar, en ‘t wa’n’t long ‘fo’ yer he come 
back wid a chunk er fier, un a dish er salt. W’en Br’er Wolf see dis, he 
say:—
	 ’W’at you gwine do wid all dat, Br’er Rabbit?’
	 Br’er Rabbit laugh like he know mo’ dan he gwine tell, un he 
say:—
	 “’Bless yo’ soul, Br’er Wolf! I ain’t gwine ter kyar er poun’ er 
dis meat home tel I fin’ out w’at de matter wid it. No I ain’t—so dar 
now!’
	 Den Br’er Rabbit built ‘im a fier un cut ‘im off a slishe er steak 
un br’ilte it good un done, un den he e’t little uv it. Fus’ he’d tas’e un 
den he’d nibble; den he’d nibble un den he’d tas’e. He keep on tel he e’t 
right smart piece. Den he went’n sot off little ways like he waitin’ fer 
sump’n’.
	 Br’er Wolf, he kyarve un he cut, but he keep one eye on Br’er 
Rabbit. Br’er Rabbit sot up dar same ez Judge on de bench. Br’er Wolf, 
he watch his motions. Terreckly Br’er Rabbit fling bofe han’s up ter he 
head un fetch a groan. Br’er Wolf cut un kyarve un watch Br’er Rabbit 
motions. Br’er Rabbit sorter sway backerds un forrerds un fetch ‘n’er 
groan. Den he sway fum side to side un holler ‘O Lordy!’ Br’er Wolf, 
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he sorter ‘gun ter git skeer’d un he ax Br’er Rabbit w’at de matter. Br’er 
Rabbit, he roll on de groun’ un holler:—
	 ’O Lordy, Lordy! I’m pizen’d, I’m pizen’d! O Lordy! I’m pizen’d! 
Run yer, somebody, run yer! De meat done got pizen on it. Oh, do run 
yer!’
	 “Br’er Wolf git so skeer’d dat he put out fum dar, un he wa’n’t 
out er sight skacely ‘fo’ Br’er Rabbit jump up fum dar un cut de pidjin-
wing, un ‘t wa’n’t so mighty long atter dat ‘fo’ Br’er Rabbit done put all 
er dat beef in his smoke-house.”
	 “What became of Brother Wolf?” the little boy inquired.
	 “Br’er Wolf went atter de doctor,” continued Aunt Tempy, 
making little tucks in her apron, “un w’en he come back Br’er Rabbit 
un de beef done gone; un, bless goodness, ef it had n’t er bin fer de 
sign whar Br’er Rabbit built de fier, Br’er Wolf would er bin mightly 
pester’d fer ter fine der place whar de cow bin kilt.”
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The Bullock’s Balls
Folk Tale from India

	 In a certain place there lived a large bullock by the name 
of Tîkschnabrischana, which means “having substantial 
balls.” Because of his excessive pride, he left his herd and 

wandered about in the forest, tearing up the banks as he pleased and 
devouring the emerald-colored grass.
	 In this same forest there lived a jackal by the name of 
Pralobhaka, which means “the greedy one.” One day he was sitting 
pleasantly with his wife on an island in the river. Tîkschnabrischana 
came up to this island to have a drink of water. When the jackal’s 
wife saw the balls, she said to her husband, “Master, just look! This 
bullock has two pieces of meat hanging down. They will be falling off 
immediately, at the least in a few hours. Take heed of this, and follow 
him.”
	 The jackal answered, “Loved one, there is nothing certain 
about their falling off. Why do you ask me to set forth on such a futile 
task? Let me stay here with you, and together we can eat the mice that 
come here to drink. This is their pathway. If I leave you to follow the 
bullock, then someone else will come here and take over this spot. It 
is not a good idea, for it is said: He who gives up a sure thing for an 
uncertainty will lose the sure thing, and the uncertainty will remain 
just that.”
	 The jackal’s wife said, “Oh, you are a low-spirited creature. 
You are satisfied with the worst things that you can find. They also 
say: It is easy to fill a little brook and also the paws of a little mouse. 
Ordinary people are easily satisfied. They are pleased with the smallest 
things. For this reason a good man must always be active. They also 
say: With every beginning there is a will to act. Avoid idleness, and join 
the community of the intelligent and the powerful. Think not that fate 
alone rules. Cease not to work. Without effort the sesame seed will not 
give up its oil. And further: A foolish man is happy with little. His heart 
is satisfied just thinking of wealth. It is thus not appropriate for you to 
say, ‘It is uncertain, whether or not they will fall off.’ It is also said: 
Active people deserve praise. Those with pride will be praised. What 
sort of scoundrel will wait until Indra brings him water? Furthermore, 
I am mightily tired of eating mouse meat. These two pieces of meat 
look as though they will soon fall off. You must follow him. Nothing 
else will do!”
	 After hearing all this, the jackal left his mouse catching, and 
followed after Tîkschnabrischana. They rightly say: A man is master 
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in all things, until he lets his will be turned by a woman’s words. 
And further: The impossible seems possible, the unachievable easily 
achieved, and the inedible edible to the man who is spurred on by a 
woman’s words.
	 Thus, together with his wife, he followed the bullock a long 
time, but the two balls did not fall off.
	 In the fifteenth year, the jackal finally said wearily to his wife, 
“Fifteen years, my love, I have kept my eyes on those hanging things 
to see whether or not they are going to fall off, but they still hold fast. 
Nor will they fall off in the future. Let us return to catching mice!”
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The Three Billy Goats Gruff
Norwegian Folk Tale

	 Once upon a time there were three billy goats, who were 
to go up to the hillside to make themselves fat, and the 
name of all three was “Gruff.”

	 On the way up was a bridge over a cascading stream they had 
to cross; and under the bridge lived a great ugly troll , with eyes as big 
as saucers, and a nose as long as a poker.
	 So first of all came the youngest Billy Goat Gruff to cross the 
bridge.
	 “Trip, trap, trip, trap! “ went the bridge.
	 “Who’s that tripping over my bridge?” roared the troll.
	 “Oh, it is only I, the tiniest Billy Goat Gruff , and I’m going up 
to the hillside to make myself fat,” said the billy goat, with such a small 
voice.
	 “Now, I’m coming to gobble you up,” said the troll.
	 “Oh, no! pray don’t take me. I’m too little, that I am,” said the 
billy goat. “Wait a bit till the second Billy Goat Gruff comes. He’s much 
bigger.”
	 “Well, be off with you,” said the troll.
	 A little while after came the second Billy Goat Gruff to cross 
the bridge.
	 Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap, went the bridge.
	 “Who’s that tripping over my bridge?” roared the troll.
	 “Oh, it’s the second Billy Goat Gruff , and I’m going up to the 
hillside to make myself fat,” said the billy goat, who hadn’t such a 
small voice.
	 “Now I’m coming to gobble you up,” said the troll.
	 “Oh, no! Don’t take me. Wait a little till the big Billy Goat Gruff 
comes. He’s much bigger.”
	 “Very well! Be off with you,” said the troll.
	 But just then up came the big Billy Goat Gruff.
	 Trip, trap, trip, trap, trip, trap! went the bridge, for the billy 
goat was so heavy that the bridge creaked and groaned under him.
	 “Who’s that tramping over my bridge?” roared the troll.
	 “It’s I! The big Billy Goat Gruff ,” said the billy goat, who had 
an ugly hoarse voice of his own.
	 “Now I ‘m coming to gobble you up,” roared the troll.

	 Well, come along! I’ve got two spears,
	 And I’ll poke your eyeballs out at your ears;
	 I’ve got besides two curling-stones,



23

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

	 And I’ll crush you to bits, body and bones.
	 That was what the big billy goat said. And then he flew at the 
troll, and poked his eyes out with his horns, and crushed him to bits, 
body and bones, and tossed him out into the cascade, and after that 
he went up to the hillside. There the billy goats got so fat they were 
scarcely able to walk home again. And if the fat hasn’t fallen off them, 
why, they’re still fat; and so,

	 Snip, snap, snout.
	 This tale’s told out.
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The Wonderful Pear-Tree 
Chinese Fairy Tale

	 Once upon a time a countryman came into the town on 
market-day, and brought a load of very special pears 
with him to sell. He set up his barrow in a good corner, 

and soon had a great crowd round him; for everyone knew he always 
sold extra fine pears, though he did also ask an extra high price. 
	 Now, while he was crying up his fruit, a poor, old, ragged, 
hungry-looking priest stopped just in front of the barrow, and very 
humbly begged him to give him one of the pears. But the countryman, 
who was very mean and very nasty-tempered, wouldn’t hear of giving 
him any, and as the priest didn’t seem inclined to move on, he began 
calling him all the bad names he could think of.
	 “Good sir,” said the priest, “you have got hundreds of pears 
on your barrow. I only ask you for one. You would never even know 
you had lost one. Really, you needn’t get angry.” 	
	 “Give him a pear that is going bad; that will make him happy,” 
said one of the crowd. “The old man is quite right; you’d never miss 
it.” 
	 “I’ve said I won’t, and I won’t!” cried the countryman: and all 
the people close by began shouting, first one thing, and then another, 
until the constable of the market, hearing the hubbub, hurried up; and 
when he had made out what was the matter, pulled some cash out of 
his purse, bought a pear, and gave it to the priest. For he was afraid 
that the noise would come to the ears of the mandarin who was just 
being carried down the street. 
	 The old priest took the pear with a low bow, and held it up 
in front of the crowd, saying, “You all know that I have no home, no 
parents, no children, no clothes of my own, no food, because I gave 
everything up when I became a priest. So it puzzles me how anyone 
can be so selfish and so stingy as to refuse to give me one single pear. 
Now I am quite a different sort of man from this countryman. I have 
got here some perfectly exquisite pears, and I shall feel most deeply 
honored if you will accept them from me.” 
	 “Why on earth didn’t you eat them yourself, instead of begging 
for one?” asked a man in the crowd. 
	 “Ah,” answered the priest, “I must grow them first.” So he ate 
up the pear, only leaving a single pip. Then he took a pick which was 
fastened across his back, dug a deep hole in the ground at his feet, and 
planted the pip, which he covered all over with earth. 
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	 “Will some one fetch me some hot water to water this?“ he 
asked. 
	 The people, who were crowding round, thought he was only 
joking, but one of them ran and fetched a kettle of boiling water and 
gave it to the priest, who very carefully poured it over the place where 
he had sowed the pip. Then, almost while he was pouring, they saw, 
first a tiny green sprout, and then another, come pushing their heads 
above the ground; then one leaf uncurled, and then another, while the 
shoots kept growing taller and taller; then there stood before them a 
young tree with a  few branches with a few leaves; then more leaves; 
then flowers; and last of all clusters of huge, ripe, sweet-smelling pears 
weighing the branches down to the ground! 
	 Now the priest’s face shone with pleasure, and the crowd 
roared with delight when he picked the pears one by one until they 
were all gone, handing them round with a bow to each man present. 
Then the old man took the pick again, hacked at the tree until it fell 
with a crash, when he shouldered it, leaves and all, and with a final 
bow, walked away. 
	 All the time this had been going on, the countryman, quite 
forgetting his barrow and pears, had been in the midst of the crowd, 
standing on the tips of his toes, and straining his eyes to try to make 
out what was happening. But when the old priest had gone, and the 
crowd was getting thin, he turned round to his barrow, and saw with 
horror that it was quite empty. Every single pear had gone! 
	 In a moment he understood what had happened. The pears 
the old priest had been so generous in giving away were not his own; 
they were the countryman’s! What was more, one of the handles of his 
barrow was missing, and there was no doubt that he had started from 
home with two! He was in a towering rage, and rushed as hard as he 
could after the priest; but just as he turned the corner he saw, lying 
close to the wall, the barrow-handle itself, which without any doubt 
was the very pear-tree which the priest had cut down. 
	 All the people in the market were simply splitting their sides 
with laughter; but as for the priest, no one saw him any more. 
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The Fisherman and His Wife
 Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm

	 There was once upon a time a Fisherman who lived with 
his wife in a miserable hovel close by the sea, and every 
day he went out fishing. And once as he was sitting with 

his rod, looking at the clear water, his line suddenly went down, far 
down below, and when he drew it up again, he brought out a large 
flounder. Then the flounder said to him, “Hark, you fisherman, I pray 
you, let me live, I am no flounder really, but an enchanted prince. What 
good will it do you kill me? I should not be good to eat, put me in the 
water again, and let me go.” “Come,” said the fisherman, “there is no 
need for so many words about it—a fish that can talk I should certainly 
let go, anyhow,” with that he put him back again into the clear water, 
and the flounder went to the bottom, leaving a long streak of blood 
behind him. Then the fisherman got up and went home to his wife in 
the hovel. 
	 “Husband,” said the woman, “have you caught nothing to-
day?” “No,” said the man, “I did catch a flounder, who said he was 
an enchanted prince, so I let him go again.” “Did you not wish for 
anything first?” said the woman. “No,” said the man; “what should 
I wish for?” “Ah,” said the woman, “it is surely hard to have to live 
always in this dirty hovel; you might have wished for a small cottage 
for us. Go back and call him. Tell him we want to have a small cottage, 
he will certainly give us that.” “Ah,” said the man, “why should I go 
there again?” “Why,” said the woman, “you did catch him, and you 
let him go again; he is sure to do it. Go at once.” The man still did not 
quite like to go, but did not like to oppose his wife, and went to the sea.
	 When he got there the sea was all green and yellow, and no 
longer so smooth; so he stood and said,

        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil, 
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”

	 Then the flounder came swimming to him and said, “Well, 
what does she want, then?” “Ah,” said the man, “I did catch you, and 
my wife says I really ought to have wished for something. She does 
not like to live in a wretched hovel any longer; she would like to have 
a cottage.” 
	 “Go, then,” said the Flounder, “she has it already.”
	 When the man went home, his wife was no longer in the hovel, 
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but instead of it there stood a small cottage, and she was sitting on a 
bench before the door. Then she took him by the hand and said to him, 
“Just come inside, look, now isn’t this a great deal better?” So they 
went in, and there was a small porch, and a pretty little parlor and bed-
room, and a kitchen and pantry, with the best of furniture, and fitted 
up with the most beautiful things made of tin and brass, whatsoever 
was wanted. And behind the cottage there was a small yard, with hens 
and ducks, and little garden with flowers and fruit. “Look,” said the 
wife, “is not that nice!” “Yes,” said the husband, “and so we must 
always think it,—now we will live quite contended.” “We will think 
about that,” said the wife. 
	 With that they ate something and went to bed.
  	 Everything went well for a week or a fortnight, and then the 
woman said, “Hark you, husband, this cottage is far too small for us, 
and the garden and yard are little; the flounder might just as well have 
given us a larger house. I should like to live in a great stone castle; go to 
the flounder, and tell him to give us a castle.” “Ah, wife,” said the man, 
“the cottage is quite good enough; why should we live in a castle?” 
“What!” said the woman; “just go there, the flounder can always do 
that.” “No, wife,” said the man, “the flounder has just given us the 
cottage, I do not like to go back so soon, it might make him angry.” 
“Go,” said the woman, “he can do it quite easily, and will be glad to 
do it; just you go to him.”
	 The man’s heart grew heavy, and he would not go. He said to 
himself, “It is not right,” and yet he went. And when he came to the sea 
the water was quite purple and dark-blue, and grey and thick, and no 
longer so green and yellow, but it was still quiet. And he stood there 
and said—

        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil,
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”

	 “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” 
said the man, half scared, “she wants to live in a great stone castle.” 
“Go to it, then, she is standing before the door,” said the Flounder.	
	 Then the man went away, intending to go home, but when he 
got there, he found a great stone palace, and his wife was just standing 
on the steps going in, and she took him by the hand and said, “Come 
in.” So he went in with her, and in the castle was a great hall paved 
with marble, and many servants, who flung wide the doors; and the 
walls were all bright with beautiful hangings, and in the rooms were 
chairs and tables of pure gold, and crystal chandeliers hung from the 
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ceilings, and all the rooms and bed-rooms had carpets, and food and 
wine of the very best were standing on all the tables so that they nearly 
broke down beneath it. Behind the house, too, there was a great court 
yard, with stables for horses and cows, and the very best of carriages; 
there was a magnificent large garden, too, with the most beautiful 
flowers and fruit-trees, and a park quite half a mile long, in which were 
stags, deer, and hares, and everything that could be desired. “Come,” 
said the woman, “isn’t that beautiful?” “Yes, indeed,” said the man, 
“now let it be; and we will live in this beautiful castle and be content.” 
“We will consider about that,” said the woman, “and sleep upon it”; 
thereupon they went to bed.	
	 Next morning the wife awoke first, and it was just daybreak, 
and from her bed she saw the beautiful country lying before her. Her 
husband was still stretching himself, so she poked him in the side 
with her elbow, and said, “Get up, husband, and just peep out of the 
window. Look you, couldn’t we be the King over all that land.? Go 
to the flounder, we will be the king.” “Ah, wife,” said the man, “why 
should we be king” I do not want to be king.” “Well,” said the wife, “if 
you won’t be king, I will; go to the flounder, for I will be king.” “Ah, 
wife,” said the man, “why do you want to be king? I do not like to say 
that to him.” “Why not?” said the woman; “go to him this instant; I 
must be king!” So the man went, and was quite unhappy because his 
wife wished to be king. “It is not right; it is not right,” though the. He 
did not wish to go, but yet he went.	
	 And when he came to the sea, it was quite dark-grey, and the 
water heaved up from below, and smelt putrid. Then he went and 
stood by it, and said,
        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil,
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”

	 “Well, what does she want, then?” said the flounder. “Alas!” 
said the man, “she wants to be king.” “Go to her; she is king already.”	
	 So the man went, and when he came to the palace, the castle 
had become much larger, and had a great tower and magnificent 
ornaments, and the sentinel was standing before the door, and there 
were numbers of soldiers with kettle-drums and trumpets. And when 
he went inside the house, everything was of real marble and gold, with 
velvet covers and great golden tassels. Then the doors of the hall were 
opened, and there was the court in all its splendor, and his wife was 
sitting on a high throne of gold and diamonds, with a great crown of 
gold on her head, and a scepter of pure gold and jewels in her hand, 
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and on both sides of her stood her maids-in-waiting in a row, each of 
them always one head shorter than the last.	
	 Then he went and stood before her, and said, “Ah, wife, and 
now you are king.” “Yes,” said the woman, “now I am king.” So he 
stood and looked at her, and when he had looked at her thus for some 
time, he said, “And now that you are king, let all else be, now we 
will wish for nothing more.” “Nay, husband,” said the woman, quite 
anxiously, “I find time pass very heavily, I can bear it no longer; go to 
the flounder—I am king, but I must be emperor, too.” “Alas, wife, why 
do you wish to be emperor?” “Husband,” said she, “go to the flounder. 
I will be emperor.” “Alas, wife,” said the man, “he cannot make you 
emperor: I may not say that to the fish. There is only one emperor in 
the land. An emperor the flounder cannot make you! I assure you he 
cannot.”	
	 “What!” said the woman, “I am the king, and you are nothing 
but my husband; will you go this moment? go at once! If he can make 
a king he can make an emperor. I will be emperor; go instantly.” So 
he was forced to go. As the man went, however, he was troubled in 
mind, and thought to himself, “It will not end well; it will not end well!  
Emperor is too shameless! The flounder will at last be tired out.”	
	 With that he reached the sea, and the sea was quite black and 
thick, and began to boil up from below, so that it threw up bubbles, 
and such a sharp wind blew over it that it curled, and the man was 
afraid. Then he went and stood by it, and said,

        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil,
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”	
	 “Well, what does she want, then?” said the flounder. “Alas, 
flounder,” said he, “my wife wants to be emperor.” “Go to her,” said 
the flounder; “she is emperor already.”	
	 So the man went, and when he got there the whole palace was 
made of polished marble with alabaster figures and golden ornaments, 
and soldiers were marching before the door blowing trumpets, and 
beating cymbals and drums; and in the house, barons, and counts, and 
dukes were going about as servants. Then they opened the doors to 
him, which were of pure gold. And when he entered, there sat his wife 
on a throne, which was made of one piece of gold, and was quite two 
miles high; and she wore a great golden crown that was three yards 
high, and set with diamonds and carbuncles, and in one hand she had 
the scepter, and in the other the imperial orb; and on both sides of her 
stood the yeomen of the guard in two rows, each being smaller than 
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the one before him, from the biggest giant, who was two miles high, 
to the very smallest dwarf, just as big as my little finger. And before it 
stood a number of princes and dukes.	
	 Then the man went and stood among them, and said, “Wife, 
are you emperor now?” “Yes,” said she, “now I am emperor.” Then he 
stood and looked at her well, and when he had looked at her thus for 
some time, he said, “Ah, wife, be content, now that you are emperor.” 
“Husband,” said she, “why are you standing there? Now, I am 
emperor, but I will be Pope too; go to the flounder.” “Alas, wife,” said 
the man, “what will you not wish for? You cannot be Pope; there is but 
one in Christendom; he cannot make you Pope.” “Husband,” said she, 
“I will be Pope; go immediately, I must be Pope this very day.” “No, 
wife,” said the man, “I do not like to say that to him; that would not 
do, it is too much; the Flounder can’t make you Pope.” “Husband,” 
said she, “what nonsense! If he can make an emperor he can make a 
pope. Go to him directly. I am emperor, and you are nothing but my 
husband; will you go at once?”	
	 Then he was afraid and went; but he was quite faint, and 
shivered and shook, and his knees and legs trembled. And a high wind 
blew over the land, and the clouds flew, and towards evening all grew 
dark, and the leaves fell from the trees, and the water rose and roared 
as if it were boiling, and splashed upon the shore; and in the distance 
he saw ships which were firing guns in their sore need, pitching and 
tossing on the waves. And yet in the midst of the sky there was still 
a small bit of blue, though on every side it was as red as in a heavy 
storm. So, full of despair, he went and stood in much fear and said,

        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil,
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”	
	 “Well, what does she want, then?” said the flounder. “Alas,” 
said the man, “she wants to be Pope.” “Go to her then,” said the 
flounder; “she is Pope already.”	
	 So he went, and when he got there, he saw what seemed to be 
a large church surrounded by palaces. He pushed his way through 
the crowd. Inside, however, everything was lighted up with thousands 
and thousands of candles, and his wife was clad in gold, and she was 
sitting on a much higher throne, and had three great golden crowns 
on, and round about her there was much ecclesiastical splendor; and 
on both sides of her was a row of candles the largest of which was as 
tall as the very tallest tower, down to the very smallest kitchen candle, 
and all the emperors and kings were on their knees before her, kissing 
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her shoe. “Wife,” said the man, and looked attentively at her, “are you 
now Pope?” “Yes,” said she, “I am Pope.” 
	 So he stood and looked at her, and it was just as if he was 
looking at the bright sun. When he had stood looking at her thus for a 
short time, he said, “Ah, wife, if you are Pope, do let well alone!” But 
she looked as stiff as a post, and did not move or show any signs of life. 
Then said he, “Wife, now that you are Pope, be satisfied, you cannot 
become anything greater now.” “I will consider about that,” said the 
woman. Thereupon they both went to bed, but she was not satisfied, 
and greediness let her have no sleep, for she was continually thinking 
what there was left for her to be.	
	  The man slept well and soundly, for he had run about a great 
deal during the day; but the woman could not fall asleep at all, and 
flung herself from one side to the other the whole night through, 
thinking always what more was left for her to be, but unable to call 
to mind anything else. At length the sun began to rise, and when the 
woman saw the red of dawn, she sat up in bed and looked at it. And 
when, through the window, she saw the sun thus rising, she said, 
“Cannot I, too, order the sun and moon to rise?” 
	 “Husband,” said she, poking him in the ribs with her elbows, 
“wake up! Go to the flounder, for I wish to be even as God is.” The 
man was still half asleep, but he was so horrified that he fell out of bed. 
He thought he must have heard amiss, and rubbed his eyes, and said, 
“Alas, wife, what are you saying?” 
	 “Husband,” said she, “if I can’t order the sun and moon to 
rise, and have to look on and see the sun and moon rising, I can’t bear 
it. I shall not know what it is to have another happy hour, unless I 
can make them rise myself.” Then she looked at him so terribly that 
a shudder ran over him, and said, “Go at once; I wish to be like unto 
God.” 
	 “Alas, wife,” said the man, falling on his knees before her, “the 
flounder cannot do that; he can make an emperor and a pope; I beseech 
you, go on as you are, and be Pope.” Then she fell into a rage, and her 
hair flew wildly about her head, and she cried, “I will not endure this, 
I’ll not bear it any longer; wilt thou go?” Then he put on his trousers 
and ran away like a madman. But outside a great storm was raging, 
and blowing so hard that he could scarcely keep his feet; houses and 
trees toppled over, the mountains trembled, rocks rolled into the sea, 
the sky was pitch black, and it thundered and lightened, and the sea 
came in with black waves as high as church-towers and mountains, 
and all with crests of white foam at the top. Then he cried, but could 
not hear his own words,
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        	 “Flounder, flounder in the sea,
	 Come, I pray thee, here to me;
	 For my wife, good Ilsabil,
	 Wills not as I’d have her will.”	
	 “Well, what does she want, then?” said the flounder. “Alas,” 
said he, “she wants to be like unto God.” “Go to her, and you will find 
her back again in the dirty hovel.” And there they are living still at this 
very time.
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The Priest With The Greedy Eyes
Russian Folk Tale

	 In the parish of St. Nicholas there lived a priest. This priest’s 
eyes were thoroughly priest-like. He served Nicholas 
several years, and went on serving until such time as 

there remained to him nothing either for board or lodging. Then our 
priest collected all the church keys, looked at the picture of Nicholas, 
thumped him, out of spite, over the shoulders with the keys, and went 
forth from his parish as his eyes led him. And as he walked along the 
road he suddenly lighted upon an unknown man.
	 “ Hail, good man!” said the stranger to the priest. “Whence 
do you come and whither are you going? Take me with you as a 
companion.”
	 Well, they went on together. They walked and walked for 
several versts, then they grew tired. It was time to seek repose. Now 
the priest had a few biscuits in his cassock, and the companion he had 
picked up had a couple of small loaves.
	 “Let’s eat your loaves first,” says the priest, “and afterwards 
we’ll take to the biscuits, too.”
	 “Agreed!” replies the stranger. “We’ll eat my loaves, and keep 
your biscuits for afterwards.”
	 Well, they ate away at the loaves; each of them ate his fill, but 
the loaves got no smaller. The priest grew envious: “Come,” thinks he, 
“I’ll steal them from him!“ After the meal the old man lay down to take 
a nap, but the priest kept scheming how to steal the loaves from him. 
The old man went to sleep. The priest drew the loaves out of his pocket 
and began quietly nibbling them at his seat. The old man awoke and 
felt for his loaves; they were gone!  
	 “Where are my loaves?” he exclaimed; “who has eaten them? 
Was it you, priest?“
	 “No, not I, on my word!“ replied the priest.
	 “Well, so be it,” said the old man.
	 They gave themselves a shake, and set out again on their 
journey. They walked and walked; suddenly the road branched off 
in two different directions. Well, they both went the same way, and 
soon reached a certain country. In that country the king’s daughter lay 
at the point of death, and the king had given notice that to him who 
should cure his daughter he would give half of his kingdom, and half 
of his goods and possessions; but if any one undertook to cure her and 
failed, he should have his head chopped off and hung up on a stake. 
Well, they arrived, elbowed their way among the people in front of the 
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king’s palace, and gave out that they were doctors. The servant came 
out from the King’s palace, and began questioning them:
	 “Who are you? From what cities, of what families? What do 
you want?“
	 “We are doctors,” they replied; “we can cure the princess!”
	 “ Oh! If you are doctors, come into the palace.”
	 So they went into the palace, saw the princess, and asked 
the king to supply them with a private apartment, a tub of water, a 
sharp sword, and a big table. The king supplied, them with all these 
things. Then they shut themselves up in the private apartment, laid 
the princess on the big table, cut her into small pieces with the sharp 
sword, flung them into the tub of water, washed them, and rinsed 
them. Afterwards they began putting the pieces together; when the 
old man breathed on them the different pieces stuck together. When 
he had put all the pieces together properly, he gave them a final puff 
of breath: the princess began to quiver, and then arose alive and well! 
The king came in person to the door of their room, and cried:
	 “In the name of the Father, and the Son, and the Holy Ghost!”
	 “Amen!“ they replied.
	 “ Have you cured the Princess?“ asked the king.
	 “ We’ve cured her,” say the doctors. “Here she is!“
	 Out went the Princess to the king, alive and well.
	 Says the king to the doctors: “What sort of valuables will you 
have? Would you like gold or silver? Take whatever you please.”
	 Well, they began taking gold and silver. The old man used only 
a thumb and two fingers, but the priest seized whole handfuls, and 
kept on stowing them away in his wallet—shovelling them into it, and 
then lifting it a bit to see if he was strong enough to carry it.
	 At last they took their leave of the king and went their way. 
The old man said to the priest, “We’ll bury this money in the ground, 
and go and make another cure.” 
	 Well, they walked and walked, and at length they reached 
another country. In that country, also, the king had a daughter at the 
point of death, and he had given notice that whoever cured his daughter 
should have half of his kingdom and of his goods and possessions; but 
if he failed to cure her he should have his head chopped off and hung 
up on a stake. 
	 Then the Evil One afflicted the envious priest, suggesting to 
him “Why shouldn’t he go and perform the cure by himself, without 
saying a word to the old man, and so lay hold of all the gold and silver 
for himself?” 	
	 So the priest walked about in front of the royal gates, forced 
himself on the notice of the people there, and gave out that he was a 
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doctor. In the same way as before he asked the king for a private room, 
a tub of water, a large table, and a sharp sword. 
	 Shutting himself up in the private room, he laid the princess 
on the table, and began chopping her up with the sharp sword; 
and however much the princess might scream or squeal, the priest, 
without paying any attention to either screaming or squealing, went 
on chopping and chopping just as if she had been so much beef. And 
when he had chopped her up into little pieces, he threw them into the 
tub, washed them, rinsed them, and then put them together bit by bit, 
exactly as the old man had done, expecting to see all the pieces unite 
with each other. 
	 He breathes on them—but nothing happens! He gives another 
puff—worse than ever! See, the priest flings the pieces back again into 
the water, washes and washes, rinses and rinses, and again puts them 
together bit by bit Again he breathes on them—but still nothing comes 
of it. ”Woe is me,” thinks the priest; “here’s a mess!“
	 Next morning the King arrives and looks—the doctor has had 
no success at all—he’s only messed the dead body all over with muck!
	 The king ordered the doctor off to the gallows. Then our priest 
besought him, crying—
	 “O King! O free to do thy will! Spare me for a little time! I will 
run for the old man, he will cure the princess.”
	 The priest ran off in search of the old man. He found the old 
man, and cried:
	 “ Old man! I am guilty, wretch that I am! The Devil got hold of 
me. I wanted to cure the king’s daughter all by myself, but I couldn’t. 
Now they’re going to hang me. Do help me!“
	 The old man returned with the priest.
	 The priest was taken to the gallows. Says the old man to the 
priest:
	 “Priest! Who ate my loaves?“
	 “Not I, on my word! So help me heaven, not I!“
	 The priest was hoisted on to the second step. Says the old man 
to the priest:
	 “Priest! Who ate my loaves?“
	 “Not I, on my word! So help me heaven, not I!“
	 He mounted the third step—and again it was “Not I!“ And 
now his head was actually in the noose—but it’s ‘Not I’ all the same. 
Well, there was nothing to be done! Says the old man to the king:
	 “O King! O free to do thy will! Permit me to cure the princess. 
And if I do not cure her, order another noose to be got ready. A noose 
for me, and a noose for the priest!“
	 Well, the old man put the pieces of the princess’s body together, 
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bit by bit, and breathed on them—and the princess stood up alive and 
well. The king recompensed them both with silver and gold.
	 “Let’s go and divide the money, priest,” said the old man.
	 So they went. They divided the money into three heaps. The 
priest looked at them, and said:
	 “How’s this? There’s only two of us. For whom is this third 
share?”
	 “That,” says the old man, “is for him who ate my loaves.”
	 “I ate them, old man,” cries the priest; “ I did really, so help me 
heaven!“
	 “Then the money is yours,” says the old man. “Take my share 
too. And now go and serve in your parish faithfully; don’t be greedy, 
and don’t go hitting Nicholas over the shoulders with the keys.”
	 Thus spake the old man, and straightway disappeared.
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A Bird Steals Iyawos Baby
Nigerian Folk Tale

	 There was a man who had two wives. The senior wife 
was called the Iyale while the junior wife was called 
the Iyawo. The senior wife, the Iyale was very mean to 

the Iyawo. She made life very hard for the Iyawo such that the Iyawo 
never had enough food to feed her children or nice clothes to wear. 
The nicer the Iyawo was, the meaner the Iyale became.
	 One day, the junior wife, the Iyawo needed to get some 
firewood. Since the Iyale would not help her watch her baby she had 
to take her baby into the forest with her. She placed her baby under a 
tall tree while she went to gather some wood.
	 She finished gathering her firewood and returned to get her 
baby but the baby was gone. “Yey!” she cried. “Ta lo gbo mo mi o”, 
“Who took my baby?” she screamed. She ran back and forth looking 
for her baby, crying and yelling but couldn’t find her baby anywhere.
	 Then she looked up, and she saw a bird perched high up in 
the tree, holding her baby in its clutches. “You bird up in tree, give me 
back my baby,” she called to the bird. The bird threw down a bundle 
and the Iyawo quickly ran to get it. But it was not her baby. It was a bag 
of coral beads.
	 She once again appealed to the bird “I want my baby, what 
will I do with coral beads? Please give me back my baby!”. The bird 
sang to her saying that corals are worth more than her baby but the 
Iyawo would not hear of this. She insisted on her baby.
	 The bird threw down another bundle and the Iyawo ran to get 
it. But again, it was not her baby, it was a bag of gold. She cried to the 
bird “I want my baby, what will I do with gold? Please give me back 
my baby!”
	 This scene was repeated again with the bird throwing down 
precious stones, but the Iyawo refused to take these in place of her 
baby.
	 Finally, the bird flew down and placed the baby on the ground. 
“Here’s your baby. And as you have proven not to be a greedy person, 
you can have all that I have offered you”. Now the Iyawo had not only 
her baby, but also the bag of corals, the bag of gold and the precious 
stones.
	 When the Iyale saw her come home with all these items, she 
demanded to know how the Iyawo had come into possession of such 
expensive goods. The Iyawo told her story and the Iyale decided to get 
her own goods too since she could not be satisfied with sharing these 
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with the Iyawo. She needed to have more than the Iyawo did.
	 The following morning, the mean senior wife, the Iyale, took 
her baby into the forest and laid the baby under the same tall tree from 
which the Iyawo’s baby had been taken. Then she went away to make 
as if she was gathering firewood. When she got back, her baby was 
gone.
	 She looked up and saw her baby in the clutches of the bird 
perched high up on the tree. “Give me corals, gold and precious stones. 
And give me back my baby,” she called to the bird”. The bird threw 
down a bundle. The Iyale eagerly ran towards this bundle, but instead 
of coral beads or gold or precious stones, she found stones.
	 “You stupid bird, give me corals, gold and precious stones. 
And give me back my baby!” she called to the bird again. This time 
the bird threw down a bag of rubbish. The Iyale screamed at the bird 
demanding corals, gold and precious stones. But this time, the bird 
threw down a bag containing the bones of the Iyale’s baby.
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How The Tortoise Became Bald
Nigerian Folk Tale

	 Ijapa the tortoise was not always a bald animal. He used 
to have hair on his head, however, due to unfortunate 
circumstances, which the tortoise brought “upon his own 

head,” literally speaking, he lost it all.
	 It happened a very long time ago, long before the tortoise 
broke his back, but that is another story altogether. The dog and his 
family had prepared a feast of yam porridge. The aroma reached the 
tortoise who immediately followed his nose which led him to the dog’s 
home. The tortoise went in and saw that a big pot of yam porridge was 
cooking. Wanting all of it for himself, he called out to the dog and told 
him that he had brought a message from the king. “The king wishes 
to see you and all your family in the palace,” the tortoise said. The 
dogs immediately left to see the king leaving the tortoise with the big 
simmering pot of yam porridge. The tortoise began to eat as fast as he 
could. He knew that the dogs would be back soon because the king 
was not even at the palace.
	 And soon, he heard the dogs approaching. There was still a lot 
of porridge left in the pot. The tortoise wanted to take some home with 
him and looked around for something he could put some porridge 
in. The dogs by now were almost at the door. As he was running out 
of time, the tortoise pulled off his cap, filled it with the porridge and 
put it back on so nobody would know he was carrying porridge. He 
planned to hurry off immediately because the porridge on his head 
was indeed hot.
	 When the dogs came in, the tortoise told them he would be 
leaving. They dogs asked him to stay with them for lunch as they had 
some porridge cooking. The tortoise tried to make excuses to leave 
immediately, but the dogs kept him, trying to convince him to stay.
	 Eventually, the porridge was so hot that the tortoise just had 
to pull off his hat. Everybody was shocked when he pulled of his hat 
to reveal steaming hot porridge. The porridge had burned his scalp so 
badly that all his hair fell off and in fact, never grew back again.
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Raven Returns the Water
Native American Folk Tale

	 In the old time, it happened that all of the water in the world 
had vanished. Rivers were nothing but bare stones. Lakes 
were reduced to dry dirt. Trees were losing their leaves 

and dying. Even the animals were beginning to die from thirst. Things 
were looking grim.
	 Raven, who had created the heavens and the earth, knew that 
she must do something to save her beautiful world. She flew far and 
wide over the dry earth. She flew over glacial mountains with no snow 
or ice. She flew over vast fields of dry brown grass. After many days, 
she finally found one green valley hidden away within a desert of 
dried up oceans.
	 In the middle of the valley sat a rather enormous frog. His 
belly was huge and round, filled with all the world’s water. When the 
giant frog saw Raven approaching, he flicked his massive tongue and 
knocked Raven from the sky. The giant frog croaked, “I will never 
share!” Raven thought quickly and as Frog spoke, she placed a stone 
on his tongue that Frog then swallowed. Soon Frog felt bad in his 
stomach.
	 “I will help you, Frog,” said Raven, “if you promise to share the 
water with the rest of the world.” Frog agreed. He would do anything 
to stop the pain. So Raven pierced Frog’s side with her beak, letting 
out all the water and the stone. She gathered the water together and 
tucked it under her wing. She is Raven, after all, and can do amazing 
things.
	 Raven immediately began to fly around her creation, letting 
drops fall, and slowly refilled the rivers, lakes, and oceans. Frog 
suddenly felt very sorry. He remembered how much he had enjoyed 
sitting on a rock in the water waiting for flies to come by. Even today, 
you can still hear him say, “Sor-ry, Sor-ry.” And you can hear Raven’s 
reply, as she flies through the sky, “Rock, rock, rock,” a reminder to 
Frog to not be so greedy.
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The Greedy Fisherman
Indonesian Folk Tale

	 A long time ago in Sintang, West Kalimantan, lived a 
fisherman with his family. The fisherman was poor.
	 Everyday he went fishing in the river using his 

fishing rod, because he did not have a net. That was why he always 
caught so few fish.
	 In one morning the fisherman rowed his sampan in the river. 
As always, he brought his fishing rod. He stopped his sampan and put 
the bait.
	 He was waiting but no fish caught the bait yet. He changed the 
bait. He hoped this time a fish would catch the bait. Sadly, he was not 
lucky yet.
	 After waiting for a long time, finally he felt that a fish caught 
his bait.
	 “Aha!,” he said. He slowly pulled the string of his fishing rod. 
It was hard!
	 The fisherman could not pulled the string.
	 Wow! The fish must be very big!
	 The fisherman thought.
	 He was thinking about the size of the fish. He knew that the 
big fish was very expensive. He hoped he would get a lot of money if 
he could sell the fish.
	 After thinking about the money, he suddenly had more power 
to pull the string of his rod. He pulled the rod with great power, but 
still, he did not succeed. The fisherman was very tired, he had been 
pulling with great power. The fisherman decided to get some rest.
	 It was almost dark, the fisherman thought that he already had 
enough rest. He hoped that the fish would be weak.
	 He took a deep breath and counted, one, two, three! He pulled 
the string, and yes! This time he succeeded! He lifted the fishing rod.
	 He wanted to see the size of the fish.
	 However, he did not see any fish!
	 Instead, he found some wire on the hook.
	 At first he was very disappointed.
	 But when he looked at the wire carefully, he was so happy. 
The wire was made of gold. He wanted to sell the wire and had a lot of 
money.
	 So he pulled the wire, he pulled more and more wire. The wire 
covered all area in his sampan.
	 Suddenly, there was a voice. “Enough, don’t take the wire 
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anymore”.
	 The fisherman ignored the voice.
	 He wanted to take the gold wire as much as he could. He 
wanted to be rich.
	 “Enough! Don’t take the wire anymore, stop now!” Again, the 
voice asked him to stop.
	 “No! I don’t want to stop now!” said the fisherman. He 
continued pulling the gold wire. The sampan was filled with the gold 
wire. It could not hold the wire anymore. Slowly, the sampan sunk to 
the bottom of the river.
	 The fisherman did not realize that because he was busy pulling 
the wire.
	 When he found out what happened, it was too late. The sampan 
was completely sunk and the fisherman panicked!
	 He wanted to save the wire but the sampan sunk very fast. 
Finally, the fisherman swam to the river side. He regretted his bad 
behavior.
	 People heard about the fisherman and his wire. Since then 
people named the river as Wire River or Sungai Kawat.



43

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

The Gold Colt and the  
Fire Dragon Shirt

A Han (Chinese) Folktale

	 There once lived a landlord who loved money as he loved 
his own life. In his eyes the smallest coin seemed as large 
as a millstone. He was always on the lookout for some 

new way of making money and was very mean to his peasant tenants. 
They all called him “Skinflint.”
	 One year a long spell of drought devastated the area, ruining 
the entire crop. The peasants, who were used to living from year to 
year, and never had a reserve of grain to fall back on, were reduced 
to eating bark and roots to survive, and now even these were all 
consumed. Starvation drove them to ask for a loan of grain from 
Skinflint, whose granaries, big and small, were filled to overflowing. 
Although the grain was sprouting and the flour was swarming with 
maggots, he was such a miser that he wouldn’t part with a single speck 
of either. His peasants went away seething with anger and resentment, 
and resolved to find some way to teach him a lesson.
	 They put their heads together and came up with rather a good 
plan. They collected together a few tiny silver ingots and also managed 
to procure a scraggy little horse. They stuffed the silver up the horse’s 
behind and bunged it up with a wad of cotton floss. Then they selected 
one of their number, a peasant whose gift of gab had earned him the 
nickname “Bigmouth” and who was credited with the power of talking 
the dead out of their graves. They sent him to Skinflint with the horse. 
Seeing them enter, Skinflint flew into a rage. His whiskers bristled.
	 He glowered at Bigmouth, pointing at him angrily and 
shouting, “You damn fool! You have fouled my courtyard enough. Get 
out of my sight!”
	 “Please keep your voice down, Master,” said Bigmouth with 
a cunning smile. “If you frighten my horse and make him bolt, you’d 
have to sell everything you’ve got to make good the damage.”
	 “There you go, Bigmouth, bragging again!” said Skinflint. 
“What can this scraggy little horse of yours possibly be worth?”
	 To which Bigmouth replied, “Oh, nothing, except that when he 
moves his bowels silver and gold come out.”
	 In an instant Skinflint’s anger evaporated and he hastened to 
ask, “Where did you get hold of this beast?”
	 “I dreamt a dream the night before last,” began Bigmouth. “I 
met a white-bearded old man who said to me, ‘Bigmouth, the colt who 
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used to carry gold and silver ingots for the God of Wealth has been 
demoted and sent down to Earth. Go to the northeast and catch him. 
When he moves his bowels, silver and gold come out. If you catch him, 
you’ll make a fortune.’ Then the old man gave me a push and I woke 
up. I didn’t take it seriously, thinking it to be nothing but a dream. I 
turned over and fell asleep again. However, as soon as I closed my eyes, 
the old man reappeared and urged me to hurry up. ‘The horse will 
fall into another’s hands if you delay!’ he said, and gave me another 
push which woke me up again. I put on my clothes and ran out. In the 
northeast I saw a ball of fire. When I ran over, sure enough, there was 
the colt, grazing contentedly. So I led him home. The following day, I 
set up an incense burner and as soon as I lit the incense, the colt began 
to produce silver ingots from its behind.”
	 “Did it really?” asked Skinflint eagerly.
	 Bigmouth replied, “There’s an old proverb which says, ‘The 
proof of the pudding is in the eating.’ If you don’t believe me, allow me 
to arrange a demonstration.”
	 He asked Skinflint to set up a burner and light some incense. 
Meanwhile, he himself held a plate below the horse’s behind. He 
secretly pulled out the wad of cotton and the tiny silver ingots fell 
jingling onto the plate. On seeing the horse perform like this, Skinflint 
asked avidly, “How much does he produce a day?”
	 “Three or four taels a day for us less lucky folk,” replied 
Bigmouth. “But the old man in my dream said that if he meets a really 
lucky person he produces thirty or forty.”
	 Skinflint thought to himself, “I must be one of those. Supposing 
I get the horse, he is bound to produce at least twenty taels a day. That 
means six hundred taels a month and seven thousand two hundred 
taels a year.”
	 The longer his sums became, the fonder he grew of the horse. 
He decided that he must buy him, and talked it over with Bigmouth.
	 At first Bigmouth pretended to be unwilling. Skinflint tried 
again and again to persuade him and promised to pay any price he 
asked. In the end Bigmouth sighed and said, “Oh well, so be it. My 
luck is evidently worse than yours. I’ll sell. But I don’t want silver or 
gold, just give me thirty bushels of grain.”
	 Skinflint considered the price very cheap and readily agreed. 
They made the exchange then and there.
	 Bigmouth hurried back with the grain and distributed it among 
his fellow peasants. They were all very happy to have it. Skinflint, for 
his part, felt even happier to have the horse, and just couldn’t stop 
chuckling to himself. He was afraid of losing the horse, however, and 
tried to tie him up in a great many places, but none of them seemed 
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safe enough. Finally, he tied him up in his own living room. He laid a 
red carpet on the floor and set up an incense burner. The whole family 
watched the colt in eager anticipation, expecting him any minute to 
start producing silver and gold.
	 They waited till midnight. Suddenly the horse opened his 
hind legs. Skinflint sensed that he was about to “produce.” He quickly 
brought over a lacquered tray and held it right below the horse’s 
behind. He waited for ages, but nothing happened. Skinflint was so 
anxious by now that he lifted the horse’s tail, bent down and peered 
upwards to keep an eye on further developments. There was a sudden 
“splash,” and before Skinflint could do anything about it, the horse had 
splattered him all over his face. The “liquid gold” ran down the back 
of his head and down his neck, covering his whole body. The stench 
was so vile that Skinflint started jumping and shouting and then felt 
nauseous and began to vomit again and again. Next the horse urinated 
in great quantity, ruining the lovely red carpet. The whole room stunk 
to high heaven. Skinflint realized that he had been cheated, and in a fit 
of rage, he killed the horse.
	 The following morning, first thing, he sent some of his hired 
thugs to track down Bigmouth. But the peasants had already hidden 
him away. Skinflint’s men searched for him high and low but always 
came back empty handed, to his fury and exasperation. There was 
nothing he could do except send out spies and wait.
	 In the twinkling of an eye, it was winter. One day Bigmouth 
failed to hide properly and was caught by one of Skinflint’s henchmen. 
When he came face to face with his foe, Skinflint gnashed his teeth 
with rage and without saying a word, had Bigmouth locked up in his 
mill. He had him stripped of all his padded clothes and left him with 
nothing but a cotton shirt, hoping to freeze him to death. It was the 
very coldest season of the year. Outside, snow was falling and a bitter 
wind was blowing. Bigmouth sat huddled up in a corner, trembling 
with cold. As the cold was becoming unbearable, an idea suddenly 
occurred to him. He stood up at once, heaved a millstone up off the 
ground and began walking back and forth with it in his arms. He soon 
warmed up and started sweating. He passed the entire night in this 
way, walking around with the millstone and occasionally stopping for 
a rest.
	 Early next morning Skinflint thought Bigmouth must surely 
be dead. But when he unlocked the mill door, to his great surprise, he 
found Bigmouth squatting there in a halo of steam, his whole body in 
a muck of sweat. Bigmouth stood up at once and begged him, “Master, 
take pity on me! Quick, lend me a fan! Or I shall die of heat!”
	 “How come you are so hot?” asked the dumbfounded Skinflint.
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	 “This shirt of mine is a priceless heirloom,” Bigmouth 
explained. “It’s called the Fire Dragon Shirt. The colder the weather, 
the greater the heat it gives off.”
	 “When did you get hold of it?”
	 “Originally it was the pelt cast off by the Lord Fire Dragon. 
Then the Queen of the Western Heaven wove it into a shirt. Later on it 
somehow fell into the possession of my ancestors and became a family 
heirloom. It has been passed down from generation to generation until 
finally it came into my hands.”
	 Seeing how unbearably hot he was, Skinflint swallowed the 
whole story. He was now set on getting hold of this Fire Dragon Shirt 
and had completely forgotten the episode of the gold colt. He insisted 
on bartering his fox-fur gown for the shirt. Bigmouth absolutely 
refused at first, but when Skinflint added fifty taels of silver to the 
price, he said with a sigh, “Alas, what a worthless son am I, to have 
thus lost my family’s treasured heirloom!”
	 Having said this, he took off his shirt and put on Skinflint’s fox-
fur gown. Then he pocketed the fifty taels of silver and strode away.
	 Skinflint’s joy knew no bounds. Several days later his father-in-
law’s birthday came round. In order to show off his new acquisition, 
he went to convey his birthday greetings wearing nothing but the Fire 
Dragon Shirt. In the middle of the journey, a fierce wind came up and 
it began to snow. Skinflint felt unbearably cold. The place was far from 
village or inn, and there was no shelter of any sort to be found. He 
glanced over his shoulder and saw a tree by the roadside, half of which 
had burnt away in a fire. It was hollow in the middle and the space was 
wide enough for a person to stand up in. Skinflint hurried over and 
hid inside. Shortly afterwards his whole body became numb with cold, 
and soon he died.
	 Several days later the family found his body. They knew that 
he had been cheated again by Bigmouth, and sent men to seize him.
	 “My precious shirt burns whenever it comes into contact with 
kindling, grass or timber,” explained Bigmouth. “The master must 
have been burned to death in this way. I am not to blame. I never told 
him to hide inside a tree. If you look, you will see that half of the tree 
has been burnt away.”
	 When the family examined the tree and saw that it was indeed 
as Bigmouth had described, they had no choice but to set him free.
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Pilandok in the Kingdom of  
Maranaw Sea

Filipino Folk Tale

	 There was once a kingdom, where a selfish, cruel, and 
greedy king ruled. His name was Datu Usman. In that 
kingdom also live a young man named Pilandok, of 

whose great cleverness thought and made ways of fooling and getting 
even with the terrible Datu. Because of this, the Datu’s anger grew 
more and more.
	 When the Datu spotted Pilandok in the kingdom, he ordered 
the guards to capture Pilandok, then the Datu placed a punishment 
upon him. Pilandok was to be tied, placed inside a cage, then thrown 
into the sea. The palace guards were doing so, but the weather was hot 
and the sea was far away. The guards then, went to the coconut trees 
and rested. Until, they fell asleep. At that lucky instant, a merchant 
was passing by so Pilandok thought quickly of a clever idea. He cried 
and cried saying he doesn’t want to be married to the Datu’s daughter. 
The merchant heard him, and he thought Pilandok was being foolish. 
Who doesn’t want to be married into a wealthy royal family? And the 
merchant got greedy.
	 The merchant approached Pilandok and offered to trade places 
with him. Pilandok agreed urgently. So the merchant freed Pilandok, 
exchanged clothes with him, and went inside the cage. Pilandok even 
adviced the merchant to shout, “I agree now to marry the princess!”
	 The guards only laughed at the merchant and they threw him 
into the deep blue sea.
	 After a few days, Pilandok returned to the kingdom, and the 
Datu was shocked. “Why are you still alive?!” he said angrily. Pilandok 
explained that when the Datu ordered for him to be thrown into the 
sea, Pilandok rather landed in a kingdom under the sea! He also found 
out that the ruler of the Kingdom of Maranaw Sea was his long lost 
cousin, and who gave him lots and lots of riches. Datu Usman believed 
Pilandok because Pilandok indeed was very alive and didn’t drown 
when thrown into the sea. He believed Pilandok even more when 
Pilandok said that his cousin, who ruled the Kingdom of Maranaw 
Sea, was inviting the Datu. And the Datu was greedy.
	 Datu Usman immediately ordered his guards to prepare a 
cage for him, inside of which he will be thrown into the kingdom at 
the bottom of the sea. But when they reached the seashore, the Datu 
was scared. What Pilandok did was he dove into the water, and when 
he surfaced, he was now carrying a beautiful giant pearl. And the Datu 
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was greedy.
	 The Datu went inside his cage and ordered his guards to throw 
him into the sea. He just reminded his guards to pull the cage’s rope 
when it moved. But they didn’t. Pilandok was stopping them, saying 
the Datu and his cousin were just having fun that’s why the rope was 
moving.
	 When the roped suddenly stopped moving, the guards 
panicked. They pulled the rope and were shocked upon seeing that 
the Datu was almost dead. His stomach got so huge from drinking lots 
of water.
	 When the Datu awoke, he was mad and searched for Pilandok. 
But Pilandok was now nowhere in sight.
	 The clever Pilandok escaped once again, and had tricked once 
more the greedy Datu.
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The Tongue-Cut Sparrow
Japanese Folk Tale

	 There was once an old man who had a wife with a very 
bad temper. She had never borne him any children, and 
would not take the trouble to adopt a son. So for a little 

pet he kept a tiny sparrow, and fed it with great care. The old dame, 
not satisfied with scolding her husband, hated the sparrow.
	 Now the old woman’s temper was especially bad on wash 
days, when her old back and knees were well strained over the low 
tub, which rested on the ground. It happened once that she had made 
some starch, and set it in a red wooden bowl to cool. While her back 
was turned, the sparrow hopped down on the edge of the bowl, and 
pecked at some of the starch. In a rage the old hag seized a pair of 
scissors and cut the sparrow’s tongue out. Flinging the bird in the air 
she cried out, “Now be off.” So the poor sparrow, all bleeding, flew 
away.
	 When the old man came back and found his pet gone, he made 
a great ado. He asked his wife, and she told him what she had done 
and why. The sorrowful old man grieved sorely for his pet, and after 
looking in every place and calling it by name, gave it up as lost.
	 Long after this, old man while wandering on the mountains met 
his old friend the sparrow. They both cried “Ohio!” (good morning) 
to each other, and bowing low offered many mutual congratulations 
and inquiries as to health, etc. Then the sparrow begged the old man 
to visit his humble abode, promising to introduce his wife and two 
daughters.
	 The old man went in and found a nice little house with a bamboo 
garden, tiny waterfall, stepping stone, and everything complete. Then 
Mrs. Sparrow brought in slices of sugar-jelly, rock-candy, sweet potato 
custard, and a bowl of hot starch sprinkled with sugar, and a pair of 
chopsticks on a tray. Miss Suzumi, the elder daughter brought the tea 
caddy and teapot, and in a snap of the fingers had a good cup of tea 
ready, which she offered on a tray, kneeling.
	 “Please take up and help yourself. The refreshments are very 
poor, but I hope you will excuse our plainness,” said Mother Sparrow. 
The delighted old man, wondering in himself at such a polite family of 
sparrows, ate heartily, and drank several cups of tea. Finally, on being 
pressed he remained all night.
	 For several days the old man enjoyed himself at the sparrow’s 
home. He looked at the landscapes and the moonlight, feasted to 
his heart’s content, and played go (the game of 360 checkers) with 



50

THE LOVE OF MONEY

Ko-Suzumi the little daughter. In the evening Mrs. Sparrow would 
bring out the refreshments and the wine, and seat the old man on a 
silken cushion, while she played the guitar. Mr. Sparrow and his two 
daughters danced, sung, and made merry. The delighted old man 
leaning on the velvet armrest forgot his cares, his old limbs, and his 
wife’s tongue, and felt like a youth again.
	 On the fifth day the old man said he must go home. Then the 
sparrow brought out two baskets made of plaited rattan, such as are 
used in traveling and carried on men’s shoulders. Placing them before 
their guest, the sparrow said, “Please accept a parting gift.”
	 Now one basket was very heavy, and the other very light. The 
old man, not being greedy, said he would take the lighter one. So with 
many thanks and bows and good-byes, he set off homewards.
	 He reached his hut safely, but instead of a kind welcome the 
old hag began to scold him for being away so long. He begged her to 
be quiet, and telling of his visit to the sparrows, opened the basket, 
while the scowling old woman held her tongue, out of sheer curiosity.
	 Oh, what a splendid sight! There were gold and silver coin, 
and gems, and coral, and crystal, and amber, and the never-failing bag 
of money, and the invisible coat and hat, and rolls of books, and all 
manner of precious things.
	 At the sight of so much wealth, the old hag’s scowl changed 
to a smile of greedy joy. “I’ll go right off and get a present from the 
sparrows,” said she.
	 So binding on her straw sandals, and tucking up her skirts, 
and adjusting her girdle, tying the bow in front, she seized her staff 
and set off on the road. Arriving at the sparrow’s house she began 
to flatter Mr. Sparrow by soft speeches. Of course the polite sparrow 
invited her into his house, but nothing but a cup of tea was offered her, 
and wife and daughters kept away. Seeing she was not going to get 
any good-bye gift, the brazen hussy asked for one. The sparrow then 
brought out and set before her two baskets, one heavy and the other 
light. Taking the heavier one without so much as saying “thank you,” 
she carried it back with her. Then she opened it, expecting all kinds of 
riches.
	 She took off the lid, when a horrible cuttlefish rushed at her, 
and a horned oni snapped his tusks at her, a skeleton poked his bony 
fingers in her face, and finally a long, hairy serpent, with a big head 
and lolling tongue, sprang out and coiled around her, cracking her 
bones, and squeezing out her breath, till she died.
	 After the good old man had buried his wife, he adopted a son 
to comfort his old age, and with his treasures lived at ease all his days.
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The Last Wish
Indian Folk Tale

	 The Brahmins of Vijaynagar Kingdom had grown quite 
greedy. On one pretext or the other they used to extract 
money from the king by selfish interpreting the religious 

texts. To exploit the King’s religious bent for their selfish end was their 
supreme duty. One day, the king Raja Krishnadevrai consulted them: 
“When my mother was about to die, she expressed her last wish to eat a 
mango. But by the time a mango could be procured for her, she expired. 
Now, will it be possible to do anything to provide solace to her departed 
soul?”
	 The Brahmins got an opportunity and they said in unison: 
“According to our scriptures if you donate 108 mangoes made of pure gold 
to Brahmins, then your mother’s departed soul will definitely get peace. 
The ancient sages have ordained that anything donated to Brahmins verily 
reaches the departed soul.”
	 The king immediately had 108 mangoes made of gold and donated 
them to the Brahmins. The Brahmins were delighted to get them. But 
Tenaliram was greatly peeved at the cunning meanness of those Brahmins. 
For, he knew that no such thing happened and it was the Brahmin’s 
conceited vileness, which exploited the King’s love for his mother. Now 
Tenaliram waited for an opportunity to teach these vile Brahmins a lesson.
	 After a few days Tenaliram’s mother also expired. Then Tenaliram 
invited the Brahmins to partake of meals in funeral feast. Attracted by 
the prospects of having a sumptuous meal, the Brahmins arrived at 
Tenaliram’s house. When they had taken their seats and the serving of 
the meals was about to start, Tenaliram asked his servant to close the door 
and touch the Brahmin’s body with red-hot iron rods. They ran helter-
skelter for their safety. But still a few of them could not escape the rod and 
received burns on their body. But by that time, the news reached the King 
and came hurriedly to rescue Brahmins. The King was quite angry. He 
sternly asked his favorite courtier and friend, Tenaliram: “How could you 
dare insult the noble Brahmins?”	
	 “No, your highness,” said Tenali, “I had no intention of insulting 
them. In fact, my mother was a patient of arthritis. She had severe pain in 
her joints even when she died. She had expressed her last wish that she 
wanted her body joints to be touched by red-hot iron rods for providing 
relief from severe pain. That I could not do then. But I thought, if your 
mother could receive the mangoes by providing the Brahmins with golden 
version, surely my mother could also receive the desired fermentation at 
her aching joints by touching the Brahmins’ body with iron rods!”
	 The King burst out laughing at Tenali’s clever logic and the 
Brahmins head bowed with shame.
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Avarice Punished
James Moullin Lainé

	 An avaricious merchant in Turkey, having lost a purse 
containing two hundred pieces of gold, had it cried by 
the public crier, offering half its contents to whoever 

had found and would restore it. A sailor, who had picked it up, went 
to the crier, and told him he was ready to restore it on the proposed 
conditions. 
	 The owner, having thus learnt where his purse was, thought he 
would endeavour to recover it without losing anything. He therefore 
told the sailor that if he desired to receive the reward he must restore 
also a valuable emerald which was in the purse. The sailor denied that 
there was anything in the purse but money, and refused to give it up 
without the recompense. 
	 The matter was thereupon referred to a magistrate, who first 
listened to the sailor’s story and then desired the merchant to describe 
the emerald. The merchant did so, but in such a manner as to convince 
the magistrate of his dishonesty, who at once gave the following 
judgment. 
	 “The purse you have lost contained two hundred pieces of 
gold and an emerald; the sailor has found one containing only two 
hundred pieces; therefore it cannot be yours. You,” said the magistrate 
to the sailor, “will keep the purse during forty days without touching 
its contents, and if, at the expiration of that time, no person shall have 
established a claim to it, you may justly consider it yours.”

A Sufi Story

	 Nasrudin was eating a poor man’s diet of chickpeas 
and bread. His neighbor, who also claimed to be a 
wise man was living in a grand house and dining on 

sumptuous meals provided by the emperor himself.
	 His neighbor told Nasrudin, “if only you would learn to flatter 
the emperor and be subservient like I do, you would not have to live 
on chickpeas and bread.”
	 Nasrudin replied, “and if only you would learn to live on 
chickpeas and bread, like I do, you would not have to flatter and live 
subservient to the emperor.”
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The Faces of Greed
A Sufi Story

	 There was once a mystic who had great powers of 
asceticism. He lived as an ordinary fisherman and 
everyday he would go out in his boat and catch many 

fish. He would distribute his catch amongst the poor and only save 
one fish head for himself. One day he called one of his trusted disciples 
and said “It appears that my spiritual development is held up by 
something and I have not been able to fathom out what it is. I want 
you to go and visit a great Sufi mystic who lives some way away. I 
want you to ask him for the solution to my problem. He is one of those 
much loved by God.”
	 Accordingly the disciple traveled for many weeks until he 
reached the town of the great Sufi. He inquired as to the direction to 
his cave but was shown instead the path to a great mansion, a veritable 
palace situated on the top of a hill. He checked again and all agreed 
that this was where the mystic lived.
	 As he walked up the hill his mind was filled with amazement 
and doubt - how could a great Sufi live in such luxury? Perhaps he 
lives in a cave nearby, he thought. At the entrance to the palace he 
became even more amazed when he saw the opulence of the building. 
There were semiprecious stones set in the outer walls and a huge 
solid gold door confronted him. One nervous knock was enough to 
have them swung open by handsome and attentive slaves who were 
clad in finery the like of which he had not dreamed of. This is surely 
the palace of some great worldly king he thought. Amazement gave 
way to amazement as he beheld the magnificent columns covered 
in diamonds and rubies. The richest and rarest lapis lazuli covered 
the walls and examples of the most precious and rare art works were 
displayed everywhere. Cushions of the rarest silks lay scattered 
around. Seductively beautiful women passed by and it required all his 
training not gaze on their beautiful forms or catch their dark lustrous 
eyes which seemed to silently invite any passerby to leap into them 
and drown, as into a dark inviting pool.
	 He was finally shown to the presence of the illustrious saint 
— whose magnificent bejeweled robes would have put the sultan of 
Turkey and the emperor of India to shame. Dishes of the rarest delicacy 
were brought in by beautiful young men and women and he was 
served with food whose exquisite taste passed beyond the disciple’s 
imagination.
	 How many a time has a disciple been saved from himself by 
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obedience to his spiritual guide? It was this alone that enabled him to 
convey respectfully the message of his master to the eminent Shaikh- 
rather than run out in disgust, fear and protest at such shows of pomp 
and majesty.
	 He gave reverential salaams and the message that his master 
had requested him to deliver. The great Shaikh paused a moment and 
said.
	 “Convey likewise my salaams to your master, and tell him that 
the answer to his question is — that he suffers from greed.”
	 The disciple almost reeled at the answer and would have 
exploded but for the duty he owed to his master.
	 During the whole journey back his mind was in a turmoil but 
finally he reached the humble cave of his guide. He was greeted with 
delight and eagerness. “Come, come,” said his guide, “tell me,what 
was the message.”
	 The disciple kissed the hand of his guide and paused.
	 “Come!” said his master, “tell me every word he said, and do 
not leave out a syllable.”
	 Thus prompted the disciple said, “He asked me to convey his 
salaams, and to tell you that the problem you suffered from was….. 
greed!”
	 The masters eyes widened and an expression betokening a 
great sense of relief, happiness, and delight passed over his face.
	 The disciple could no longer hold in his thoughts and he burst 
out —“Oh master! He is such a man who lives in such opulence and 
decadence that a worldly king could not aspire to. He is surrounded 
by every worldly luxury — how could he say such a thing to you who 
practice such asceticism and live in such poverty!
	 The guide calmed him with a penetrating look and said. “He 
is right. He is right. He lives surrounded by such things for which he 
cares not a jot — but I, whenever I eat the head of the fish I cannot help 
but wish for another.”
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The Emperor and the Beggar
Islamic Story

	 An emperor was coming out of his palace for his 
morning walk when he met a beggar. He asked the 
beggar, “What do you want?” The beggar laughed 

and said, “You are asking me as though you can fulfill my desire.” The 
emperor was offended. He said, “Of course I can fulfill your desire. 
What is it? Just tell me.” And the beggar said, “Think twice before 
you promise anything.” The beggar was no ordinary beggar. So he 
insisted, “I will fulfill anything you ask. I am a very powerful emperor, 
what can you possibly desire that I can not give to you?” The beggar 
said, “It is a very simple desire. You see this begging bowl? Can you 
fill it with something?”
	 The emperor said, “Of course!” He called one of his viziers and 
told him, “Fill this man’s begging bowl with money.” The vizier went 
and got some money and poured it into the bowl, and it disappeared. 
And he poured more and more, but the moment he would pour it, it 
would disappear. And the begging bowl remained always empty.
	 The whole palace gathered. By and by the rumor went 
throughout the whole capital, and a huge crowd gathered. The 
prestige of the emperor was at stake. He said to his viziers, “If the 
whole kingdom is lost, I am ready to lose it, but I cannot be defeated 
by this beggar.”
	 Diamonds and pearls and emeralds, his treasuries were 
becoming empty. The begging bowl seemed to be bottomless. 
Everything that was put into it —everything — immediately 
disappeared, and went out of existence. Finally it was the evening, and 
the people were standing there in utter silence. The emperor dropped 
at the feet of the beggar and admitted his defeat. He said, “Just tell me 
one thing. You are victorious — but before you leave, just fulfill my 
curiosity. What is the begging bowl made of?”
	 The beggar laughed and said, “It is made up of the human 
mind. There is no secret. It is simple made up of human desire.”
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Story Of A Sheikh Who Became King
Traditional Islamic Story

	 A certain king died, and, having no heir, bequeathed the 
throne to a venerable sheikh. When the recluse heard 
the roar of the drums of empire, he desired no longer 

the corner of seclusion. He led the army to left and right, and became 
so strong and valiant that he filled the hearts of the brave with fear.
	 After he had slain a number of his enemies some others 
combined together against him and reduced him to such straits in his 
fortified town that he sent a message to a pious man, saying: Aid me 
with thy prayers, for the sword and arrow do not avail.”
	 The devotee laughed and said: Why did he not content himself 
with half a loaf and his vigils? Did not the wealth-worshipping Korah 
29 know that the treasure of safety lies in the corner of retirement?”

Story Of An Ambitious Cat
Traditional Islamic Story

	 A cat who lived in the house of an old woman of humble 
circumstances wandered to the palace of a noble, 
whose slaves repulsed the animal with arrows.

	 Bleeding from many wounds, the cat ran off in terror, thus 
reflecting: “Since I have escaped from the hands of those slaves, the 
mice in the ruined hut of the old woman are good enough for me.”
	 Honey is not worth the price of a sting; better it is to be content 
with the syrup of dates than expose oneself to that.
	 God is not pleased with him who is not contented with his lot.
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The Little Stepmother 
Thuringian Folk Tale

	 Once upon a time, say the peasants of the Rhineland, a 
woodman lived with his wife and two daughters in a 
little hut in the forest. They were very poor, but what 

mattered that, since they were very happy? They had five chairs — one 
apiece, and one for company—clean, sweet feather beds to keep them 
warm at night, a bit of soup to eat with their black bread, and once 
each year they went to the fair. 
	 But after a time the mother died, and things were different. 
The father took another wife, who had two children of her own, and 
she was very unkind to her husband’s little daughters. She forced them 
to do all the work, and if the poor woodman so much as opened his 
mouth to object, she beat him with her slipper. 
	 You will know how greedy she was when I tell you that she 
took two of the fine wood chairs for her own children and kept two 
for herself, and you remember there were only five in the hut. That left 
one for the husband and his daughters, and as the father was kind and 
good, he let them have it all to themselves and patiently stood while he 
ate his meals. 
	 For a long time that greedy little stepmother ruled her husband 
and his children with an iron hand, while her own daughters acted like 
spoiled princesses, until one night something happened. The hut and 
the family disappeared. Just how it came to pass, nobody knows, but 
the next morning the other woodmen found a little flower growing 
where the house had stood, and they knew that a fairy or witch or 
something had turned the family into the blossom which you may see 
almost any summer day. 
	 The greedy stepmother still sits on her two chairs, with her 
children on each side of her holding a chair apiece. The woodman’s 
little daughters are crowded together on one, just as they were in the 
hut. And what of the poor henpecked husband, who did not dare to 
object to anything his spouse chose to do? Look in the center, right 
under her slipper, and you will find what most people say is the pistil. 
But the peasants of the Rhineland know better. It is the woodman, who 
once upon a time lived in the hut in the forest, and the flower you call 
the pansy is to them “The Little Stepmother.”
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King Midas and The Golden Touch
Traditional, Nathaniel Hawthorne

	 Once upon a time, there lived a very rich man, and a 
king besides, whose name was Midas; and he had a 
little daughter, whom nobody but myself ever heard 

of, and whose name I either never knew, or have entirely forgotten. So, 
because I love odd names for little girls, I choose to call her Marygold.
	 This King Midas was fonder of gold than of anything else in 
the world. He valued his royal crown chiefly because it was composed 
of that precious metal. If he loved anything better, or half so well, it 
was the one little maiden who played so merrily around her father’s 
footstool. But the more Midas loved his daughter, the more did he 
desire and seek for wealth. He thought— foolish man! — that the best 
thing he could possibly do for this dear child would be to bequeath her 
the immensest pile of yellow, glistening coin, that had ever been heaped 
together since the world was made. Thus, he gave all his thoughts and 
all his time to this one purpose. If ever he happened to gaze for an 
instant at the gold-tinted clouds of sunset, he wished that they were 
real gold, and that they could be squeezed safely into his strong box. 
When little Marygold ran to met him, with a bunch of buttercups and 
dandelions, he used to say, “Poh, poh, child! If these flowers were as 
golden as they look, they would be worth the plucking!”
	 And yet, in his earlier days, before he was so entirely possessed 
of this insane desire for riches, King Midas had shown a great taste 
for flowers. He had planted a garden, in which grew the biggest and 
beautifullest and sweetest roses that any mortal ever saw or smelt. 
These roses were still growing in the garden, as large, as lovely, and as 
fragrant, as when Midas used to pass whole hours in gazing at them, 
and inhaling their perfume. But now, if he looked at them at all, it was 
only to calculate how much the garden would be worth if each of the 
innumerable rose-petals were a thin plate of gold. And though he once 
was fond of music (in spite of an idle story about his ears, which were 
said to resemble those of an ass), the only music for poor Midas, now, 
was the chink of one coin against another.
	 At length (as people always grow more and more foolish, 
unless they take care to grow wiser and wiser), Midas had got to be so 
exceedingly unreasonable, that he could scarcely hear to see or touch 
any object that was not gold. He made it his custom, therefore, to pass 
a large portion of every day in a dark and dreary apartment, under 
ground, at the basement of his palace. It was here that he kept his 
wealth. To this dismal hole—for it was little better than a dungeon—
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Midas betook himself, whenever he wanted to be particularly happy. 
Here, after carefully locking the door, he would take a bag of gold 
coin, or a gold cup as big as a washbowl, or a heavy golden bar, or a 
peckmeasure of gold-dust, and bring them from the obscure corners 
of the room into the one bright and narrow sunbeam that fell from the 
dungeon-like window. He valued the sunbeam for no other reason but 
that his treasure would not shine without its help. And then would he 
reckon over the coins in the bag; toss up the bar, and catch it as it came 
down; sift the gold-dust through his fingers; look at the funny image 
of his own face, as reflected in the burnished circumference of the cup; 
and whisper to himself, “O Midas, rich King Midas, what a happy man 
art thou!” But it was laughable to see how the image of his face kept 
grinning at him, out of the polished surface of the cup. It seemed to 
be aware of his foolish behavior, and to have a naughty inclination to 
make fun of him.
	 Midas called himself a happy man, but felt that he was not yet 
quite so happy as he might be. The very tiptop of enjoyment would 
never be reached, unless the whole world were to become his treasure-
room, and be filled with yellow metal which should be all his own.
	 Now, I need hardly remind such wise little people as you are, 
that in the old, old times, when King Midas was alive, a great many 
things came to pass, which we should consider wonderful if they were 
to happen in our own day and country. And, on the other hand, a great 
many things take place nowadays, which seem not only wonderful to 
us, but at which the people of old times would have stared their eyes 
out. On the whole, I regard our own times as the strangest of the two; 
hut, however that may be, I must go on with my story.
	 Midas was enjoying himself in his treasure-room, one day, 
as usual, when he perceived a shadow fall over the heaps of gold; 
and, looking suddenly up, what should he behold but the figure 
of a stranger, standing in the bright and narrow sunbeam! It was a 
young man, with a cheerful and ruddy face. Whether it was that the 
imagination of King Midas threw a yellow tinge over everything, or 
whatever the cause might be, he could not help fancying that the smile 
with which the stranger regarded him had a kind of golden radiance 
in it. Certainly, although his figure intercepted the sunshine, there was 
now a brighter gleam upon all the piled-up treasures than before. Even 
the remotest corners had their share of it, and were lighted up, when 
the stranger smiled, as with tips of flame and sparkles of fire.
	 As Midas knew that he had carefully turned the key in the lock, 
and that no mortal strength could possibly break into his treasure-
room, he, of course, concluded that his visitor must be something more 
than mortal. It is no matter about telling you who he was. In those 
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days, when the earth was comparatively a new affair, it was supposed 
to be often the resort of beings endowed with supernatural power, 
and who used to interest themselves in the joys and sorrows of men, 
women, and children, half playfully and half seriously. Midas had met 
such beings before now, and was not sorry to meet one of them again. 
The stranger’s aspect, indeed, was so good-humorcd and kindly, if not 
beneficent, that it would have been unreasonable to suspect him of 
intending any mischief. It was far more probable that he came to do 
Midas a favor. And what could that favor be, unless to multiply his 
heaps of treasure?
	 The stranger gazed about the room; and when his lustrous 
smile had glistened upon all the golden objects that were there, he 
turned again to Midas.
	 “You are a wealthy man, friend Midas!” he observed. “I doubt 
whether any other four walls, on earth, contain so much gold as you 
have contrived to pile up in this room.”
	 “I have done pretty well,—pretty well,” answered Midas, in a 
discontented tone. “But, after all, it is but a trifle, when you consider 
that it has taken me my whole life to get it together. If one could live a 
thousand years, he might have time to grow rich!”
	 “What!” exclaimed the stranger. “Then you are not satisfied?”
	 Midas shook his head.
	 “And pray what would satisfy you?” asked the stranger. 
“Merely for the curiosity of the thing, I should be glad to know.”
	 Midas paused and meditated. He felt a presentiment that 
this stranger, with such a golden lustre in his good-humored smile, 
had come hither with both the power and the purpose of gratifying 
his utmost wishes. Now, therefore, was the fortunate moment, when 
he had but to speak, and obtain whatever possible, or seemingly 
impossible thing, it might come into his head to ask. So he thought, 
and thought, and thought, and heaped up one golden mountain upon 
another, in his imagination, without being able to imagine them big 
enough. At last, a bright idea occurred to King Midas. It seemed really 
as bright as the glistening metal which he loved so much.
	 Raising his head, he looked the lustrous stranger in the face.
	 “Well, Midas,” observed his visitor, “I see that you have at 
length hit upon something that will satisfy you. Tell me your wish.”
	 “It is only this,” replied Midas. “I am weary of collecting my 
treasures with so much trouble, and beholding the heap so diminutive, 
after I have done my best. I wish everything that I touch to be changed 
to gold!”
	 The stranger’s smile grew so very broad, that it seemed to fill 
the room like an outburst of the sun, gleaming into a shadowy dell, 
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where the yellow autumnal leaves—for so looked the lumps and 
particles of gold—lie strewn in the glow of light.
	 “The Golden Touch!” exclaimed he. “You certainly deserve 
credit, friend Midas, for striking out so brilliant a conception. But are 
you quite sure that this will satisfy you?”
	 “How could it fail?” said Midas.
	 “And will you never regret the possession of it?”
	 “What could induce me?” asked Midas. “I ask nothing else, to 
render me perfectly happy.”
	 “Be it as you wish, then,” replied the stranger, waving his hand 
in token of farewell. “Tomorrow, at sunrise, you will find yourself 
gifted with the Golden Touch.”
	 The figure of the stranger then became exceedingly bright, 
and Midas involuntarily closed his eyes. On opening them again, he 
beheld only one yellow sunbeam in the room, and, all around him, the 
glistening of the precious metal which he had spent his life in hoarding 
up.
	 Whether Midas slept as usual that night, the story does not 
say. Asleep or awake, however, his mind was probably in the state of 
a child’s, to whom a beautiful new plaything has been promised in 
the morning. At any rate, day had hardly peeped over the hills, when 
King Midas was broad awake, and, stretching his arms out of bed, 
began to touch the objects that were within reach. He was anxious to 
prove whether the Golden Touch had really come, according to the 
stranger’s promise. So he laid his finger on a chair by the bedside, and 
on various other things, but was grievously disappointed to perceive 
that they remained of exactly the same substance as before. Indeed, 
he felt very much afraid that he had only dreamed about the lustrous 
stranger, or else that the latter had been making game of him. And 
what a miserable affair would it be, if, after all his hopes, Midas must 
content himself with what little gold he could scrape together by 
ordinary means, instead of creating it by a touch!
	 All this while, it was only the gray of the morning, with but 
a streak of brightness along the edge of the sky, where Midas could 
not see it. He lay in a very disconsolate mood, regretting the downfall 
of his hopes, and kept growing sadder and sadder, until the earliest 
sunbeam shone through the window, and gilded the ceiling over his 
head. It seemed to Midas that this bright yellow sunbeam was reflected 
in rather a singular way on the white covering of the bed. Looking 
more closely, what was his astonishment and delight, when he found 
that this linen fabric had been transmuted to what seemed a woven 
texture of the purest and brightest gold! The Golden Touch had come 
to him with the first sunbeam!
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	 Midas started up, in a kind of joyful frenzy, and ran about the 
room, grasping at everything that happened to be in his way. He seized 
one of the bed-posts, and it became immediately a fluted golden pillar. 
He pulled aside a window-curtain, in order to admit a clear spectacle 
of the wonders which he was performing; and the tassel grew heavy 
in his hand,—a mass of gold. He took up a book from the table. At 
his first touch, it assumed the appearance of such a splendidly bound 
and gilt-edged volume as one often meets with, nowadays; but, on 
running his fingers through the leaves, behold! It was a bundle of thin 
golden plates, in which all the wisdom of the book had grown illegible. 
He hurriedly put on his clothes, and was enraptured to see himself 
in a magnificent suit of gold cloth, which retained its flexibility and 
softness, although it burdened him a little with its weight. He drew 
out his handkerchief, which little Marygold had hemmed for him. 
That was likewise gold, with the dear child’s neat and pretty stitches 
running all along the border, in gold thread!
	 Somehow or other, this last transformation did not quite please 
King Midas. He would rather that his little daughter’s handiwork 
should have remained just the same as when she climbed his knee and 
put it into his hand.
	 But it was not worth while to vex himself about a trifle. Midas 
now took his spectacles from his pocket, and put them on his nose, in 
order that he might see more distinctly what he was about. In those 
days, spectacles for common people had not been invented, but were 
already worn by kings; else, how could Midas have had any? To his 
great perplexity, however, excellent as the glasses were, he discovered 
that he could not possibly see through them. But this was the most 
natural thing in the world; for, on taking them off, the transparent 
crystals turned out to be plates of yellow metal, and, of course, were 
worthless as spectacles, though valuable as gold. It struck Midas as 
rather inconvenient that, with all his wealth, he could never again be 
rich enough to own a pair of serviceable spectacles.
	 “It is no great matter, nevertheless,” said he to himself, very 
philosophically. “We cannot expect any great good, without its being 
accompanied with some small inconvenience. The Golden Touch is 
worth the sacrifice of a pair of spectacles, at least, if not of one’s very 
eyesight. My own eyes will serve for ordinary purposes, and little 
Marygold will soon be old enough to read to me.”
	 Wise King Midas was so exalted by his good fortune, that the 
palace seemed not sufficiently spacious to contain him. He therefore 
went down stairs, and smiled, on observing that the balustrade of the 
staircase became a bar of burnished gold, as his hand passed over it, in 
his descent. He lifted the doorlatch (it was brass only a moment ago, 
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but golden when his fingers quitted it), and emerged into the garden. 
Here, as it happened, he found a great number of beautiful roses in 
full bloom, and others in all the stages of lovely bud and blossom. Very 
delicious was their fragrance in the morning breeze. Their delicate 
blush was one of the fairest sights in the world; so gentle, so modest, 
and so full of sweet tranquillity, did these roses seem to be.
	 But Midas knew a way to make them far more precious, 
according to his way of thinking, than roses had ever been before. So 
he took great pains in going from bush to bush, and exercised his magic 
touch most indefatigably; until every individual flower and bud, and 
even the worms at the heart of some of them, were changed to gold. By 
the time this good work was completed, King Midas was summoned to 
breakfast; and as the morning air had given him an excellent appetite, 
he made haste back to the palace.
	 What was usually a king’s breakfast in the days of Midas, I 
really do not know, and cannot stop now to investigate. To the best of 
my belief, however, on this particular morning, the breakfast consisted 
of hot cakes, some nice little brook trout, roasted potatoes, fresh boiled 
eggs, and coffee, for King Midas himself, and a bowl of bread and milk 
for his daughter Marygold. At all events, this is a breakfast fit to set 
before a king; and, whether he had it or not, King Midas could not 
have had a better.
	 Little Marygold had not yet made her appearance. Her father 
ordered her to be called, and, seating himself at table, awaited the 
child’s coming, in order to begin his own breakfast. To do Midas 
justice, he really loved his daughter, and loved her so much the more 
this morning, on account of the good fortune which had befallen 
him. It was not a great while before he heard her coming along the 
passageway crying bitterly. This circumstance surprised him, because 
Marygold was one of the cheerfullest little people whom you would 
see in a summer’s day, and hardly shed a thimbleful of tears in a 
twelvemonth. When Midas heard her sobs, he determined to put little 
Marygold into better spirits, by an agreeable surprise; so, leaning 
across the table, he touched his daughter’s bowl (which was a China 
one, with pretty figures all around it), and transmuted it to gleaming 
gold.
	 Meanwhile, Marygold slowly and disconsolately opened the 
door, and showed herself with her apron at her eyes, still sobbing as if 
her heart would break.
	 “How now, my little lady!” cried Midas. “Pray what is the 
matter with you, this bright morning?”
	 Marygold, without taking the apron from her eyes, held out 
her hand, in which was one of the roses which Midas had so recently 
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transmuted.
	 “Beautiful!” exclaimed her father. “And what is there in this 
magnificent golden rose to make you cry?”
	 “Ah, dear father!” answered the child, as well as her sobs 
would let her; “it is not beautiful, but the ugliest flower that ever grew! 
As soon as I was dressed I ran into the garden to gather some roses 
for you; because I know you like them, and like them the better when 
gathered by your little daughter. But, oh dear, dear me! What do you 
think has happened? Such a misfortune! All the beautiful roses, that 
smelled so sweetly and had so many lovely blushes, are blighted and 
spoilt! They are grown quite yellow, as you see this one, and have no 
longer any fragrance! What can have been the matter with them?”
	 “Poh, my dear little girl,—pray don’t cry about it!” said Midas, 
who was ashamed to confess that he himself had wrought the change 
which so greatly afflicted her. “Sit down and eat your bread and milk. 
You will find it easy enough to exchange a golden rose like that (which 
will last hundreds of years) for an ordinary one which would wither in 
a day.”
	 “I don’t care for such roses as this!” cried Marygold, tossing it 
contemptuously away. “It has no smell, and the hard petals prick my 
nose!”
	 The child now sat down to table, but was so occupied with 
her grief for the blighted roses that she did not even notice the 
wonderful transmutation of her China bowl. Perhaps this was all the 
better; for Marygold was accustomed to take pleasure in looking at 
the queer figures, and strange trees and houses, that were painted on 
the circumference of the bowl; and these ornaments were now entirely 
lost in the yellow hue of the metal.
	 Midas, meanwhile, had poured out a cup of coffee, and, as 
a matter of course, the coffee-pot, whatever metal it may have been 
when he took it up, was gold when he set it down. He thought to 
himself, that it was rather an extravagant style of splendor, in a king 
of his simple habits, to breakfast off a service of gold, and began to be 
puzzled with the difficulty of keeping his treasures safe. The cupboard 
and the kitchen would no longer be a secure place of deposit for articles 
so valuable as golden bowls and coffee-pots.
	 Amid these thoughts, he lifted a spoonful of coffee to his lips, 
and, sipping it, was astonished to perceive that, the instant his lips 
touched the liquid, it became molten gold, and, the next moment, 
hardened into a lump!
	 “Ha!” exclaimed Midas, rather aghast.
	 “What is the matter, father?” asked little Marygold, gazing at 
him, with the tears still standing in her eyes.
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	 “Nothing, child, nothing!” said Midas. “Eat your milk, before 
it gets quite cold.”
	 He took one of the nice little trouts on his plate, and, by way 
of experiment, touched its tail with his finger. To his horror, it was 
immediately transmuted from an admirably fried brook-trout into a 
gold-fish, though not one of those gold-fishes which people often keep 
in glass globes, as ornaments for the parlor. No; but it was really a 
metallic fish, and looked as if it had been very cunningly made by the 
nicest gold-smith in the world. Its little bones were now golden wires; 
its fins and tail were thin plates of gold; and there were the marks 
of the fork in it, and all the delicate, frothy appearance of a nicely 
fried fish, exactly imitated in metal. A very pretty piece of work, as 
you may suppose; only King Midas, just at that moment, would much 
rather have had a real trout in his dish than this elaborate and valuable 
imitation of one.
	 “I don’t quite see,” thought he to himself, “how I am to get any 
breakfast!”
	 He took one of the smoking-hot cakes, and had scarcely 
broken it, when, to his cruel mortification, though, a moment before, 
it had been of the whitest wheat, it assumed the yellow hue of Indian 
meal. To say the truth, if it had really been a hot Indian cake, Midas 
would have prized it a good deal more than he now did, when its 
solidity and increased weight made him too bitterly sensible that it 
was gold. Almost in despair, he helped himself to a boiled egg, which 
immediately underwent a change similar to those of the trout and 
the cake. The egg,indeed, might have been mistaken for one of those 
which the famous goose, in the story-book, was in the habit of laying; 
but King Midas was the only goose that had had anything to do with 
the matter.
	 “Well, this is a quandary!” thought he, leaning back in his chair, 
and looking quite enviously at little Marygold, who was now eating 
her bread and milk with great satisfaction. “Such a costly breakfast 
before me, and nothing that can be eaten!”
	 Hoping that, by dint of great dispatch, he might avoid what he 
now felt to be a considerable inconvenience, King Midas next snatched 
a hot potato, and attempted to cram it into his mouth, and swallow it 
in a hurry. But the Golden Touch was too nimble for him. He found his 
mouth full, not of mealy potato, but of solid metal, which so burnt his 
tongue that he roared aloud, and, jumping up from the table, began to 
dance and stamp about the room, both with pain and affright.
	 “Father, dear father!” cried little Marygold, who was a very 
affectionate child, “pray what is the matter? Have you burnt your 
mouth?”
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	 “Ah, dear child,” groaned Midas, dolefully, “I don’t know 
what is to become of your poor father!”
	 And, truly, my dear little folks, did you ever hear of such a 
pitiable case in all your lives? Here was literally the richest breakfast 
that could be set before a king, and its very richness made it absolutely 
good for nothing. The poorest laborer, sitting down to his crust of 
bread and cup of water, was far better off than King Midas, whose 
delicate food was really worth its weight in gold. And what was to be 
done? Already, at breakfast, Midas was excessively hungry. Would he 
be less so by dinner-time? And how ravenous would be his appetite 
for supper, which must undoubtedly consist of the same sort of 
indigestible dishes as those now before him! How many days, think 
you, would he survive a continuance of this rich fare?
	 These reflections so troubled wise King Midas, that he began 
to doubt whether, after all, riches are the one desirable thing in the 
world, or even the most desirable. But this was only a passing thought. 
So fascinated was Midas with the glitter of the yellow metal, that he 
would still have refused to give up the Golden Touch for so paltry a 
consideration as a breakfast. Just imagine what a price for one meal’s 
victuals! It would have been the same as paying millions and millions 
of money (and as many millions more as would take forever to reckon 
up) for some fried trout, an egg, a potato, a hot cake, and a cup of 
coffee!
	 “It would be quite too dear,” thought Midas.
	 Nevertheless, so great was his hunger, and the perplexity of his 
situation, that he again groaned aloud, and very grievously too. Our 
pretty Marygold could endure it no longer. She sat, a moment, gazing 
at her father, and trying, with all the might of her little wits, to find 
out what was the matter with him. Then, with a sweet and sorrowful 
impulse to comfort him, she started from her chair, and, running to 
Midas, threw her arms affectionately about his knees. He bent down 
and kissed her. He felt that his little daughter’s love was worth a 
thousand times more than he had gained by the Golden Touch.
	 “My precious, precious Marygold!” cried he.
	 But Marygold made no answer.
	 Alas, what had he done? How fatal was the gift which the 
stranger bestowed! The moment the lips of Midas touched Marygold’s 
forehead, a change had taken place. Her sweet, rosy face, so full of 
affection as it had been, assumed a glittering yellow color, with yellow 
tear-drops congealing on her cheeks. Her beautiful brown ringlets took 
the same tint. Her soft and tender little form grew hard and inflexible 
within her father’s encircling arms. Oh, terrible misfortune! The victim 
of his insatiable desire for wealth, little Marygold was a human child 
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no longer, but a golden statue!
	 Yes, there she was, with the questioning look of love, grief, 
and pity, hardened into her face. It was the prettiest and most woeful 
sight that ever mortal saw. All the features and tokens of Marygold 
were there; even the beloved little dimple remained in her golden chin. 
But, the more perfect was the resemblance, the greater was the father’s 
agony at beholding this golden image, which was all that was left him 
of a daughter. It had been a favorite phrase of Midas, whenever he felt 
particularly fond of the child, to say that she was worth her weight in 
gold. And now the phrase had become literally true. And now, at last, 
when it was too late, he felt how infinitely a warm and tender heart, 
that loved him, exceeded in value all the wealth that could be piled up 
betwixt the earth and sky!
	 It would be too sad a story, if I were to tell you how Midas, in 
the fullness of all his gratified desires, began to wring his hands and 
bemoan himself; and how he could neither bear to look at Marygold, 
nor yet to look away from her. Except when his eyes were fixed on the 
image, he could not possibly believe that she was changed to gold. 
But, stealing another glance, there was the precious little figure, with a 
yellow tear-drop on its yellow cheek, and a look so piteous and tender, 
that it seemed as if that very expression must needs soften the gold, 
and make it flesh again. This, however, could not be. So Midas had 
only to wring his hands, and to wish that he were the poorest man 
in the wide world, if the loss of all his wealth might bring back the 
faintest rose-color to his dear child’s face.
	 While he was in this tumult of despair, he suddenly beheld a 
stranger standing near the door. Midas bent down his head, without 
speaking; for he recognized the same figure which had appeared to 
him, the day before, in the treasure-room, and had bestowed on him 
this disastrous faculty of the Golden Touch. The stranger’s countenance 
still wore a smile, which seemed to shed a yellow lustre all about the 
room, and gleamed on little Marygold’s image, and on the other objects 
that had been transmuted by the touch of Midas.
	 “Well, friend Midas,” said the stranger, “pray how do you 
succeed with the Golden Touch?”
	 Midas shook his head.
	 “I am very miserable,” said he.
	 “Very miserable, indeed!” exclaimed the stranger. “And how 
happens that? Have I not faithfully kept my promise with you? Have 
you not everything that your heart desired?”
	 “Gold is not everything,” answered Midas. “And I have lost all 
that my heart really cared for.”
	 “Ah! So you have made a discovery, since yesterday?” observed 
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the stranger. “Let us see, then. Which of these two things do you think 
is really worth the most,—the gift of the Golden Touch, or one cup of 
clear cold water?”
	 “O blessed water!” exclaimed Midas. “It will never moisten 
my parched throat again!”
	 “The Golden Touch,” continued the stranger, “or a crust of 
bread?”
	 “A piece of bread,” answered Midas, “is worth all the gold on 
earth!”
	 “The Golden Touch,” asked the stranger, “or your own little 
Marygold, warm, soft, and loving as she was an hour ago?”
	 “Oh my child, my dear child!” cried poor Midas wringing his 
hands. “I would not have given that one small dimple in her chin for 
the power of changing this whole big earth into a solid lump of gold!”
	 “You are wiser than you were, King Midas!” said the stranger, 
looking seriously at him. “Your own heart, I perceive, has not been 
entirely changed from flesh to gold. Were it so, your case would indeed 
be desperate. But you appear to be still capable of understanding that 
the commonest things, such as lie within everybody’s grasp, are more 
valuable than the riches which so many mortals sigh and struggle after. 
Tell me, now, do you sincerely desire to rid yourself of this Golden 
Touch?”
	 “It is hateful to me!” replied Midas.
	 A fly settled on his nose, but immediately fell to the floor; for 
it, too, had become gold. Midas shuddered.
	 “Go, then,” said the stranger, “and plunge into the river that 
glides past the bottom of your garden. Take likewise a vase of the 
same water, and sprinkle it over any object that you may desire to 
change back again from gold into its former substance. If you do this 
in earnestness and sincerity, it may possibly repair the mischief which 
your avarice has occasioned.”
	 King Midas bowed low; and when he lifted his head, the 
lustrous stranger had vanished.
	 You will easily believe that Midas lost no time in snatching 
up a great earthen pitcher (but, alas me! it was no longer earthen 
after he touched it), and hastening to the river-side. As he scampered 
along, and forced his way through the shrubbery, it was positively 
marvellous to see how the foliage turned yellow behind him, as if the 
autumn had been there, and nowhere else. On reaching the river’s 
brink, he plunged headlong in, without waiting so much as to pull off 
his shoes.
	 “Poof! poof! poof!” snorted King Midas, as his head emerged 
out of the water. “Well; this is really a refreshing bath, and I think it 
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must have quite washed away the Golden Touch. And now for filling 
my pitcher!”
	 As he dipped the pitcher into the water, it gladdened his very 
heart to see it change from gold into the same good, honest earthen 
vessel which it had been before he touched it. He was conscious, also, 
of a change within himself. A cold, hard, and heavy weight seemed to 
have gone out of his bosom. No doubt, his heart had been gradually 
losing its human substance, and transmuting itself into insensible 
metal, but had now softened back again into flesh. Perceiving a violet, 
that grew on the bank of the river, Midas touched it with his finger, 
and was overjoyed to find that the delicate flower retained its purple 
hue, instead of undergoing a yellow blight. The curse of the Golden 
Touch had, therefore, really been removed from him.
	 King Midas hastened back to the palace; and, I suppose, the 
servants knew not what to make of it when they saw their royal master 
so carefully bringing home an earthen pitcher of water. But that water, 
which was to undo all the mischief that his folly had wrought, was 
more precious to Midas than an ocean of molten gold could have been. 
The first thing he did, as you need hardly be told, was to sprinkle it by 
handfuls over the golden figure of little Marygold.
	 No sooner did it fall on her than you would have laughed to 
see how the rosy color came back to the dear child’s cheek and how 
she began to sneeze and sputter!—and how astonished she was to find 
herself dripping wet, and her father still throwing more water over 
her!
	 “Pray do not, dear father!” cried she. “See how you have wet 
my nice frock, which I put on only this morning!”
	 For Marygold did not know that she had been a little golden 
statue; nor could she remember anything that had happened since the 
moment when she ran with outstretched arms to comfort poor King 
Midas.
	 Her father did not think it necessary to tell his beloved child 
how very foolish he had been, but contented himself with showing 
how much wiser he had now grown. For this purpose, he led little 
Marygold into the garden, where he sprinkled all the remainder of 
the water over the rose-bushes, and with such good effect that above 
five thousand roses recovered their beautiful bloom. There were two 
circumstances, however, which, as long as he lived, used to put King 
Midas in mind of the Golden Touch. One was, that the sands of the 
river sparkled like gold; the other, that little Marygold’s hair had now 
a golden tinge, which he had never observed in it before she had been 
transmuted by the effect of his kiss. This change of hue was really an 
improvement, and made Marygold’s hair richer than in her babyhood.
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	 When King Midas had grown quite an old man, and used to 
trot Marygold’s children on his knee, he was fond of telling them this 
marvellous story, pretty much as I have now told it to you. And then 
would he stroke their glossy ringlets, and tell them that their hair, 
likewise, had a rich shade of gold, which they had inherited from their 
mother.
	 “And to tell you the truth, my precious little folks,” quoth King 
Midas, diligently trotting the children all the while, “ever since that 
morning, I have hated the very sight of all other gold, save this!”
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Filial Piety
From Eastern Tales and Legends

Marie Shedlock, Art of the Storyteller

	 Now it came to pass that the Buddha was reborn in the 
shape of a parrot, and he greatly excelled all other 
parrots in his strength and beauty. And when he was 

full grown his father, who had long been the leader of the flock in 
their flights to other climes, said to him: “My son, behold, my strength 
is spent! Do thou lead the flock, for I am no longer able.” And the 
Buddha said: “Behold, thou shalt rest. I will lead the birds.” And the 
parrots rejoiced in the strength of their new leader, and willingly did 
they follow him. Now from that day on, the Buddha undertook to 
feed his parents, and would not consent that they should do any more 
work. Each day he led his flock to the Himalaya Hills, and when he 
had eaten his fill of the clumps of rice that grew there, he filled his beak 
with food for the dear parents who were waiting his return.
	 Now there was a man appointed to watch the rice-fields, and 
he did his best to drive the parrots away, but there seemed to be some 
secret power in the leader of this flock which the keeper could not 
overcome.
	 He noticed that the parrots ate their fill and then flew away, 
but that the Parrot-King not only satisfied his hunger, but carried away 
rice in his beak.
	 Now he feared there would be no rice left, and he went to his 
master, the Brahmin, to tell him what had happened; and even as the 
master listened there came to him the thought that the Parrot-King 
was something higher than he seemed, and he loved him even before 
he saw him. But he said nothing of this, and only warned the Keeper 
that he should set a snare and catch the dangerous bird. So the man 
did as he was bidden: he made a small cage and set the snare, and sat 
down in his hut waiting for the birds to come. And soon he saw the 
Parrot-King amidst his flock, who, because he had no greed, sought no 
richer spot, but flew down to the same place in which he had fed the 
day before.
	 Now, no sooner had he touched the ground than he felt his feet 
caught in the noose. Then fear crept into his bird heart, but a stronger 
feeling was there to crush it down, for he thought: “If I cry out the 
Cry of the Captured, my Kinsfolk will be terrified, and they will fly 
away foodless. But if I lie still, then their hunger will be satisfied, and 
may they safely come to my aid.” Thus, was the parrot both brave and 
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prudent.
	 But alas! he did not know that his Kinsfolk had nought of his 
brave spirit. When they had eaten their fill, though they heard the 
thrice-uttered cry of the captured, they flew away, nor heeded the sad 
plight of their leader.
	 Then was the heart of the Parrot-King sore within him, and he 
said: “All these my kith and kin, and not one to look back on me. Alas! 
what sin have I done?”
	 The watchman now heard the cry of the Parrot-King, and the 
sound of the other parrots flying through the air. “What is that?” he 
cried, and leaving his hut he came to the place where he had laid the 
snare. There he found the captive parrot; he tied his feet together and 
brought him to the Brahmin, his master. Now, when the Brahmin saw 
the Parrot-King, he felt his strong power, and his heart was full of love 
to him, but he hid his feelings, and said in a voice of anger: “Is thy 
greed greater than that of all other birds? They eat their fill, but thou 
takest away each day more food than thou canst eat. Doest thou this 
out of hatred for me, or dost thou store up the food in some granary for 
selfish greed?”
	 And the Great Being made answer in a sweet human voice: “I 
hate thee not, O Brahmin. Nor do I store the rice in a granary for selfish 
greed. But this thing I do. Each day I pay a debt which is due–each day 
I grant a loan, and each day I store up a treasure.”
	 Now the Brahmin could not understand the words of the 
Buddha (because true wisdom had not entered his heart) and he said: 
“I pray thee, O Wondrous Bird, to make these words clear unto me.”
	 And then the Parrot-King made answer: “I carry food to my 
ancient parents who can no longer seek that food for themselves: thus 
I pay my daily debt. I carry food to my callow chicks whose wings 
are yet ungrown. When I am old they will care for me–this my loan to 
them. And for other birds, weak and helpless of wing, who need the 
aid of the strong, for them I lay up a store; to these I give in charity.”
	 Then was the Brahmin much moved and showed the love that 
was in his heart. “Eat thy fill, O Righteous Bird, and let thy Kinsfolk 
eat, too, for thy sake.” And he wished to bestow a thousand acres of 
land upon him, but the Great Being would only take a tiny portion 
round which were set boundary stores.
	 And the parrot returned with a head of rice, and said: “Arise, 
dear parents, that I may take you to a place of plenty.” And he told 
them the story of his deliverance.
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Ambitious Violet
 Kahlil Gibran

	 There was a beautiful and fragrant violet who lived 
placidly amongst her friends, and swayed happily 
amidst the other flowers in a solitary garden. One 

morning, as her crown was embellished with beads of dew, she lifted 
her head and looked about; she saw a tall and handsome rose standing 
proudly and reaching high into space, like a burning torch upon an 
emerald lamp.
	 The violet opened her blue lips and said, “What an unfortunate 
am I among these flowers, and how humble is the position I occupy in 
their presence! Nature has fashioned me to be short and poor.... I live 
very close to the earth and I cannot raise my head toward the blue sky, 
or turn my face to the sun, as the roses do.”
	 And the rose heard her neighbor’s words; she laughed and 
commented, “How strange is your talk! You are fortunate, and yet 
you cannot understand your fortune. Nature has bestowed upon you 
fragrance and beauty which she did not grant to any other. Cast aside 
your thoughts and be contended, and remember that he who humbles 
himself will be exalted, and he who exalts himself will be crushed.”
	 The violet answered, “You are consoling me because you have 
that I craved.... You seek to embitter me with the meaning that you are 
great—How painful is the preaching of the fortunate to the heart of 
the miserable! And how severe is the strong when he stands as advisor 
among the weak!”
	 And Nature heard the conversation of the violet and the rose; 
she approached and said, “What has happened to you, my daughter 
violet? You have been humble and sweet in all your deeds and words. 
Has greed entered your heart and numbed your senses?” In a pleading 
voice, the violet answered her, saying, “Oh great and merciful mother, 
full of love and sympathy, I beg you, with all my heart and soul, to 
grant my request and allow me to be a rose for one day.”
	 And Nature responded, “you know not what you are seeking; 
you are unaware of the concealed disaster behind your blind ambition. 
If you were a rose you would be sorry, and repentance would avail 
you but naught.” The violet insisted, “Change me into a tall rose, for 
I wish to lift my head high with pride; and regardless of my fate, it 
will be my own doing.” Nature yielded, saying, “Oh ignorant and 
rebellious violet, I will grant your request. But if calamity befalls you, 
your complaint must be to yourself.”
	 And Nature stretched forth her mysterious and magic finger 
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and touched the roots of the violet, who immediately turned into a tall 
rose; rising above all other flowers in the garden.
	 At eventide the sky became thick with black clouds, and the 
raging elements disturbed the silence of existence with thunder, and 
commenced to attack the garden, sending forth a great rain and strong 
winds. The tempest tore the branches and uprooted the plants and 
broke the stems of the tall flowers, sparing only the little ones who 
grew close to the friendly earth. That solitary garden suffered greatly 
from the belligerent skies, and when the storm calmed and the sky 
cleared, all the flowers were laid waste and none of them had escaped 
the wrath of Nature except the clan of small violets, hiding by the wall 
of the garden.
	 Having lifted her head and viewed the tragedy of the flowers 
and trees, one of the violet maidens smiled happily and called to here 
companions, saying, “See what the tempest has done to the haughty 
flowers!” Another violet said, “We are small, and live close to the earth, 
but we are safe from the wrath of the skies.” And a third one added, 
“Because we are poor in height the tempest is unable to subdue us.”
	 At that moment the queen of violets saw by her side the 
converted violet, hurled to earth by the storm and distorted upon the 
wet grass like a limp soldier in a battle field. The queen of the violets 
lifted her head and called to her family, saying, “Look, my daughters, 
and meditate upon that which Greed has done to the violet who 
became a proud rose for one hour. Let the memory of this scene be a 
reminder of your good fortune.”
	 And the dying rose moved and gathered the remnants of her 
strength, and quietly said, “You are contended and meek dullards; 
I have never feared the tempest. Yesterday I, too, was satisfied and 
contented with Life, but Contentment has acted as a barrier between 
my existence and the tempest of Life, confining me to a sickly and 
sluggish peace and tranquility of mind. I could have lived the same 
life you are living now by clinging with fear to the earth.... I could 
have waited for winter to shroud me with snow and deliver me to 
Death, who will surely claim all violets.... I am happy now because I 
have probed outside my little world into the mystery of the Universe.... 
something which you have not yet done. I could have overlooked 
Greed, whose nature is higher than mine, but as I hearkened to the 
silence of the night, I heard the heavenly world talking to this earthly 
world, saying, ‘Ambition beyond existence is the essential purpose of 
our being.’ At that moment my spirit revolted and my heart longed for 
a position higher than my limited existence. I realized that the abyss 
cannot hear the song of the stars, and at that moment I commenced 
fighting against my smallness and craving for that which did not 
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belong to me, until my rebelliousness turned into a great power, and 
my longing into a creating will.... Nature, who is the great object of our 
deeper dreams, granted my request and changed me into a rose with 
her magic fingers.”
	 The rose became silent for a moment, and in a weakening 
voice, mingled with pride and achievement, she said, “I have lived 
one hour as a proud rose; I have existed for a time like a queen; I have 
looked at the Universe from behind the eyes of the rose; I have heard 
the whisper of the firmament through the ears of the rose and touched 
the folds of Light’s garment with rose petals. Is there any here who 
can claim such honor?” Having this spoken, she lowered her head, 
and with a choking voice he gasped, “I shall die now, for my souls 
has attained its goal. I have finally extended my knowledge to a world 
beyond the narrow cavern of my birth. This is the design of Life.... This 
is the secret of Existence.” 	
	 Then the rose quivered, slowly folded her petals, and breathed 
her last with a heavenly smile upon her lips... a smile of fulfillment of 
hope and purpose in Life... a smile of victory... a God’s smile.
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The Love of Money
Is the Root of All Evil
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How Much Land Does a Man Need?
Leo Tolstoy

 	 An elder sister came to visit her younger sister in the 
country. The elder was married to a tradesman in town, 
the younger to a peasant in the village. As the sisters 

sat over their tea talking, the elder began to boast of the advantages 
of town life: saying how comfortably they lived there, how well they 
dressed, what fine clothes her children wore, what good things they 
ate and drank, and how she went to the theatre, promenades, and 
entertainments.
	 The younger sister was piqued, and in turn disparaged the life 
of a tradesman, and stood up for that of a peasant.
	 “I would not change my way of life for yours,” said she. “We 
may live roughly, but at least we are free from anxiety. You live in 
better style than we do, but though you often earn more than you 
need, you are very likely to lose all you have. You know the proverb, 
‘Loss and gain are brothers twain.’ It often happens that people who 
are wealthy one day are begging their bread the next. Our way is safer. 
Though a peasant’s life is not a fat one, it is a long one. We shall never 
grow rich, but we shall always have enough to eat.”
	 The elder sister said sneeringly:
	 “Enough? Yes, if you like to share with the pigs and calves! 
What do you know of elegance or manners! However much your 
goodman may slave, you will die as you are living — on a dung heap 
— and your children the same.”
	 “Well, what of that?” replied the younger. “Of course our 
work is rough and coarse. But, on the other hand, it is sure, and we 
need not bow to anyone. But you, in your towns, are surrounded by 
temptations; today all may be right, but tomorrow the Evil One may 
tempt your husband with card, wine, or women, and all will go to 
ruin. Don’t such things happen often enough?”



80

THE LOVE OF MONEY

	 Pahom, the master of the house, was lying on the top of the 
stove and he listened to the women’s chatter.
	 “It is perfectly true,” thought he. “Busy as we are from 
childhood tilling mother earth, we peasants have no time to let any 
nonsense settle in our heads. Our only trouble is that we haven’t land 
enough. If I had plenty of land, I shouldn’t fear the Devil himself!”
	 The women finished their tea, chatted a while about dress, and 
then cleared away the tea-things and lay down to sleep.
	 But the Devil had been sitting behind the stove, and had heard 
all that was said. He was pleased that the peasant’s wife had led her 
husband into boasting, and that he had said that if he had plenty of 
land he would not fear the Devil himself.
	 “All right,” though the Devil. “We will have a tussle. I’ll give 
you land enough; and by means of that land I will get you into my 
power.”

II

	 Close to the village there lived a lady, a small landowner 
who had an estate of about three hundred acres. She 
had always lived on good terms with the peasants until 

she engaged as her steward an old soldier, who took to burdening the 
people with fines. However careful Pahom tried to be, it happened 
again and again that now a horse of his got among the lady’s oats, or 
a cow strayed into her garden, or his calves found their way into her 
meadows — and he always had to pay a fine.
	 Pahom paid up, but grumbled and, going home in a temper, 
was rough with his family. All through that summer, Pahom had much 
trouble because of this steward, and he was even glad when winter 
came and the cattle had to be stabled. Though he grudged the fodder 
when they could no longer graze on the pasture-land, at least he was 
free from anxiety about them.
	 In the winter the news got about that the lady was going to sell 
her land and that the keeper of the inn on the high road was bargaining 
for it. When the peasants heard this they were very much alarmed.
	 “Well,” thought they, “if the innkeeper gets the land, he will 
worry us with fines worse that the lady’s steward. We all depend on 
that estate.”
	 So the peasants went on behalf of their Commune, and asked 
the lady not to sell the land to the innkeeper, offering her a better price 
for it themselves. The lady agreed to let them have it. Then the peasants 
tried to arrange for the Commune to buy the whole estate, so that it 
might be held by them all in common. They met twice to discuss it, but 
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could not settle the matter; the Evil One sowed discord among them 
and they could not agree. So they decided to buy the land individually, 
each according to his means; and the lady agreed to this plan as she 
had to the other.
	 Presently Pahom heard that a neighbor of his was buying fifty 
acres, and that the lady had consented to accept one half in cash and to 
wait a year for the other half. Pahom felt envious.
	 “Look at that,” thought he, “the land is all being sold, and I 
shall get none of it.” So he spoke to his wife.
	 “Other people are buying, said he, “and we must also buy 
twenty acres or so. Life is becoming impossible. That steward is simply 
crushing us with his fines.”
	 So they put their heads together and considered how they 
could manage to buy it. They had one hundred rubles laid by. They 
sold a colt and one half of their bees, hired out one of their sons as 
a laborer and took his wages in advance; borrowed the rest from a 
brother-in-law, and so scraped together half the purchase money.
	 Having done this, Pahom chose out a farm of forty acres, some 
of it wooded, and went to the lady to bargain for it. They came to an 
agreement, and he shook hands with her upon it and paid her a deposit 
in advance. Then they went to town and signed the deeds; he paying 
half the price down, and undertaking to pay the remainder within two 
years.
	 So now Pahom had land of his own. He borrowed seed, and 
sowed it on the land he had bought. The harvest was a good one, and 
within a year he had managed to pay off his debts both to the lady and to 
his brother-in-law. So he became a landowner, ploughing and sowing 
his own land, making hay on his own land, cutting his own trees, and 
feeding his cattle on his own pasture. When he went out to plough his 
fields, or to look at his growing corn, or at his grass-meadows, his heart 
would fill with joy. The grass that grew and the glowers that bloomed 
there seemed to him unlike any that grew elsewhere. Formerly, when 
he had passed by that land, it had appeared the same as any other 
land, but now it seemed quite different.

III

	 So Pahom was well-contented, and everything would 
have been right if the neighboring peasants would only 
not have trespassed on his cornfields and meadows. 

He appealed to them most civilly, but they still went on: now the 
Communal herdsmen would let the village cows stray into his 
meadows, then horses from the night pasture would get among his 
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corn. Pahom turned them out again and again, and forgave their 
owners, and for a long time he forbore to prosecute any one. But at last 
he lost patience and complained to the District Court. He knew it was 
the peasants’ want of land, and no evil intent on their part, that caused 
the trouble, but he thought:
	 “I cannot go on overlooking it or they will destroy all I have. 
They must be taught a lesson.”
	 So he had them up, gave them one lesson, and then another, and 
two or tree of the peasants were fined. After a time Pahom’s neighbors 
began to bear him a grudge for this, and would now and then let their 
cattle on to his land on purpose. One peasant even got into Pahom’s 
wood at night and cut down five young lime trees for their bark. Pahom 
passing through the wood one day noticed something white. He came 
nearer and saw the stripped trunks lying on the ground, and close by 
stood the stumps where the trees had been. Pahom was furious.
	 “If he had only cut one here and there it would have been bad 
enough,” though Pahom, “but the rascal has actually cut down a whole 
clump. If I could only find out who did this, I would pay him out.”
	 He racked his brain as to who it could be. Finally he decided: 
“It must be Simon — no one else could have done it.” So he went to 
Simon’s homestead to have a look round, but he found nothing, and 
only had an angry scene. However, he now felt more certain than 
ever that Simon had done it, and he lodged a complaint. Simon was 
summoned. The case was tried, and retried, and at the end of it all 
Simon was acquitted, there being no evidence against him. Pahom felt 
still more aggrieved, and let his anger loose upon the Elder and the 
Judges.
	 “You let thieves grease your palms,” said he. “If you were 
honest folk yourselves you would not let a thief go free.”
	 So Pahom quarreled with the Judges and with his neighbors. 
Threats to burn his building began to be uttered. So though Pahom had 
more land, his place in the Commune was much worse than before.
	 About this time a rumor got about that many people were 
moving to new parts.
	 “There’s no need for me to leave my land,” though Pahom. 
“But some of the others might leave our village and then there would 
be more room for us. I would take over their land myself and make my 
estate a bit bigger. I could then live more at ease. As it is, I am still too 
cramped to be comfortable.”
	 One day Pahom was sitting at home when a peasant, passing 
through the village, happened to call in. He was allowed to stay the 
night, and supper was given him. Pahom had a talk with this peasant 
and asked him where he came from. The stranger answered that he 
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came from beyond the Volga, where he had been working. One word 
led to another, and the man went on to say that many people were 
settling in those parts. He told how some people from his village had 
settle there. They had joined the Commune, and had twenty-five acres 
per man granted them. The land was so good, he said, that the rye 
sown on it grew as high as a horse, and so thick that five cuts of a sickle 
made a sheaf. One peasant, he said, had brought nothing with him but 
his bare hands, and now he had six horses and two cows of his own.
	 Pahom’s heart kindled with desire. He thought:
	 “Why should I suffer in this narrow hole, if one can live so well 
elsewhere? I will sell my land and my homestead here, and with the 
money I will start afresh over there and get everything new. In this 
crowded place one is always having trouble. But I must first go and 
find out all about it myself.”
	 Towards summer he got ready and started. He went down the 
Volga on a steamer to Samara, then walked another three hundred 
miles on foot, and at last reached the place. It was just as the stranger 
had said. The peasants had plenty of land: every man had twenty-five 
acres of Communal land given him for his use, and any one who had 
money could buy, besides, at a ruble an acre as much good freehold 
land as he wanted.
	 Having found out all he wished to know, Pahom returned 
home as autumn came on, and began selling off his belongings. He 
sold his land at a profit, sold his homestead and all his cattle, and 
withdrew from membership in the commune. He only waited till the 
spring, and then started with his family for the new settlement.

IV

	 As soon as Pahom and his family reached their new 
abode, he applied for admission into the Commune 
of a large village. He stood treat to the Elders and 

obtained the necessary documents. Five shares of Communal land were 
given him for his own and his sons’ use: that is to say — 125 acres (not 
all together, but in different fields) besides the use of the Communal 
pasture. Pahom put up the buildings he needed, and bought cattle. Of 
the Communal land alone he had three times as much as at his former 
home, and the land was good corn-land. He was ten times better off 
than he had been. He had plenty of arable land and pasturage, and 
could keep as many head of cattle as he liked.
	 At first, in the bustle of building and settling down, Pahom 
was pleased with it all, but when he got used to it he began to think 
that even here he had not enough land. The first year, he sowed wheat 
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on his share of the Communal land and had a good crop. He wanted 
to go on sowing wheat, but had not enough Communal land for the 
purpose, and what he had already used was not available; for in those 
parts wheat is only sown on virgin soil or on fallow land. It is sown for 
one or two years, and then the land lies fallow till it is again overgrown 
with prairie grass. There were many who wanted such land and there 
was not enough for all; so that people quarreled about it. Those who 
were better off wanted it for growing wheat, and those who were poor 
wanted it to let to dealers, so that they might raise money to pay their 
taxes. Pahom wanted to sow more wheat, so he rented land from a 
dealer for a year. He sowed much wheat and had a fine crop, but the 
land was too far from the village — the wheat had to be carted more 
than ten miles. After a time Pahom noticed that some peasant-dealers 
were living on separate farms and were growing wealthy; and he 
thought:
	 “If I were to buy some freehold land and have a homestead on 
it, it would be a different thing altogether. Then it would all be nice 
and compact.”
	 The question of buying freehold land recurred to him again 
and again.
	 He went on in the same way for three years, renting land 
and sowing wheat. The seasons turned out well and the crops were 
good, so that he began to lay money by. He might have gone on living 
contentedly, but he grew tired of having to rent other people’s land 
every year, and having to scramble for it. Where ever there was good 
land to be had, the peasants would rush for it and it was taken up at 
once, so that unless you were sharp about it you got none. It happened 
in the third year that he and a dealer together rented a piece of pasture-
land from some peasants; and they had already ploughed it up, when 
there was some dispute and the peasants went to law about it, and 
things fell out so that the labor was all lost.
	 “If it were my own land,” though Pahom, “I should be 
independent, and there would not be all this unpleasantness.”
	 So Pahom began looking out for land which he could buy; and 
he came across a peasant who had bought thirteen hundred acres, 
but having got into difficulties was willing to sell again cheap. Pahom 
bargained and haggled with him, and at last they settled the price 
at 1,500 rubles, part in cash and part to be paid later. They had all 
but clinched the matter when a passing dealer happened to stop at 
Pahom’s one day to get a feed for his horses. He drank tea with Pahom 
and they had a talk. The dealer said that he was just returning from the 
land of the Bashkirs, far away, where he had bought thirteen thousand 
acres of land, all for 1,000 rubles. Pahom questioned him further, and 
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the tradesman said:
	 “All one need do is to make friends with the chiefs. I gave away 
about one hundred rubles’ worth of silk robes and carpets, besides a 
case of tea, and I gave wine to those who would drink it; and I got the 
land for less than a penny an acre.” And he showed Pahom the title-
deeds, saying:
	 “The land lies near a river, and the whole prairie is virgin soil.”
	 Pahom plied him with questions, and the tradesman said:
	 “There is more land there than you could cover if you walked 
a year, and it all belongs to the Bashkirs. They are as simple as sheep, 
and land can be got almost for nothing.”
	 “There now,” thought Pahom, “with my one thousand rubles, 
why should I get only thirteen hundred acres, and saddle myself with 
a debt besides? If I take it out there, I can get more than ten times as 
much for the money.”

V

	 Pahom inquired how to get to the place, and as soon as the 
tradesman had left him, he prepared to go there himself. 
He left his wife to look after the homestead, and started 

on his journey taking his man with him. They stopped at a town on 
their way and bought a case of tea, some wine, and other presents, as 
the tradesman had advised. On and on they went until they had gone 
more than three hundred miles, and on the seventh day they came to 
a place where the Bashkirs had pitched their tents. It was all just as 
the tradesman had said. The people lived on the steppes, by a river, 
in felt-covered tents. They neither tilled the ground, nor ate bread. 
Their cattle and horses grazed in herds on the steppe. The colts were 
tethered behind the tents, and the mares were driven to them twice 
a day. The mares were milked, and from the milk kumiss was made. 
It was the women who prepared kumiss, and they also made cheese. 
As far as the men were concerned, drinking kumiss and tea, eating 
mutton, and playing on their pipes, was all they cared about. They 
were all stout and merry, and the summer long they never thought of 
doing any work. They were quite ignorant, and knew no Russian, but 
were good-natured enough.
	 As soon as they saw Pahom, they came out of their tents and 
gathered round their visitor. An interpreter was found, and Pahom 
told them he had come about some land. The Bashkirs seemed very 
glad; they took Pahom and led him into one of the best tents, where 
they made him sit on some down cushions placed on a carpet, while 
they sat round him. They gave him some tea and kumiss, and had a 
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sheep killed, and gave him mutton to eat. Pahom took presents out of 
his cart and distributed them among the Bashkirs, and divided the tea 
amongst them. The Bashkirs were delighted. They talked a great deal 
among themselves, and then told the interpreter to translate.
	 “They wish to tell you,” said the interpreter, “that they like 
you, and that it is our custom to do all we can to please a guest and to 
repay him for his gifts. You have given us presents, now tell us which 
of the things we possess please you best, that we may present them to 
you.”
	 “What pleases me best here,” answered Pahom, “is your land. 
Our land is crowded and the soil is exhausted; but you have plenty of 
land and it is good land. I never saw the like of it.”
	 The interpreter translated. The Bashkirs talked among 
themselves for a while. Pahom could not understand what they were 
saying, but saw that they were much amused and that they shouted 
and laughed. Then they were silent and looked at Pahom while the 
interpreter said:
	 “They wish me to tell you that in return for your presents they 
will gladly give you as much land as you want. You have only to point 
it out with your hand and it is yours.”
	 The Bashkirs talked again for a while and began to dispute. 
Pahom asked what they were disputing about, and the interpreter told 
him that some of them thought they ought to ask their Chief about 
the land and not act in his absence, while others thought there was no 
need to wait for his return.

VI

	 While the Bashkirs were disputing, a man in a large 
fox-fur cap appeared on the scene. They all became 
silent and rose to their feet. The interpreter said, 

“This is our Chief himself.”
	 Pahom immediately fetched the best dressing-gown and five 
pounds of tea, and offered these to the Chief. The Chief accepted them, 
and seated himself in the place of honor. The Bashkirs at once began 
telling him something. The Chief listened for a while, then made a sign 
with his head for them to be silent, and addressing himself to Pahom, 
said in Russian:
	 “Well, let it be so. Choose whatever piece of land you like; we 
have plenty of it.”
	 “How can I take as much as I like?” thought Pahom. “I must 
get a deed to make it secure, or else they may say ‘It is yours,’ and 
afterwards may take it away again.”
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	 “Thank you for your kind words,” he said aloud. “You have 
much land, and I only want a little. But I should like to be sure which 
bit is mine. Could it not be measured and made over to me? Life and 
death are in God’s hands. You good people give it to me, but your 
children might wish to take it away again.”
	 “You are quite right,” said the Chief. “We will make it over to 
you.”
	 “I heard that a dealer had been here,” continued Pahom, “and 
that you gave him a little land, too, and signed title-deeds to that effect. 
I should like to have it done in the same way.”
	 The Chief understood.
	 “Yes,” replied he, “that can be done quite easily. We have a 
scribe, and we will go to town with you and have the deed properly 
sealed.”
	 “And what will be the price?” asked Pahom.
	 “Our price is always the same: one thousand rubles a day.”
	 Pahom did not understand.
	 “A day? What measure is that? How many acres would that 
be?”
	 “We do not know how to reckon it out,” said the Chief. “We 
sell it by the day. As much as you can go round on your feet in a day is 
yours, and the price is one thousand rubles a day.
	 Pahom was surprised.
	 “But in a day you can get round a large tract of land,” he said.
	 The Chief laughed.
	 “It will all be yours!” said he. “But there is one condition: If 
you don’t return on the same day to the spot whence you started, your 
money is lost.”
	 “But how an I to mark the way that I have gone?”
	 “Why, we shall go to any spot you like, and stay there. You 
must start from that spot and make your round, taking a spade with 
you. Wherever you think necessary, make a mark. At every turning, 
dig a hole and pile up the turf; then afterwards we will go round with 
a plough from hole to hole. You may make as large a circuit as you 
please, but before the sun sets you must return to the place you started 
from. All the land you cover will be yours.”
	 Pahom was delighted. It was decided to start early next 
morning. They talked a while, and after drinking some more kumiss 
and eating some more mutton, they had tea again, and then the night 
came on. They gave Pahom a feather-bed to sleep on, and the Bashkirs 
dispersed for the night, promising to assemble the next morning at 
daybreak and ride out before sunrise to the appointed spot.
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VII

	 Pahom lay on the feather-bed, but could not sleep. He 
kept thinking about the land.
	 “What a large tract I will mark off!” thought he. “ I 

can easily do thirty-five miles in a day. The days are long now, and 
within a circuit of thirty-five miles what a lot of land there will be! I 
will sell the poorer land, or let it to peasants, but I’ll pick out the best 
and farm it. I will buy two oxteams, and hire two more laborers. About 
a hundred and fifty acres shall be plough-land, and I will pasture cattle 
on the rest.”
	 Pahom lay awake all night, and dozed off only just before 
dawn. Hardly were his eyes closed when he had a dream. He thought 
he was lying in that same tent and heard somebody chuckling outside. 
He wondered who it could be, and rose and went out, and he saw the 
Bashkir Chief sitting in front of the tent holding his sides and rolling 
about with laughter. Going nearer to the Chief, Pahom asked: “What 
are you laughing at?” But he saw that it was no longer the Chief, but 
the dealer who had recently stopped at his house and had told him 
about the land. Just as Pahom was going to ask, “Have you been here 
long?” he saw that it was not the dealer, but the peasant who had come 
up from the Volga, long ago, to Pahom’s old home. Then he saw that 
it was not the peasant either, but the Devil himself with hoofs and 
horns, sitting there and chuckling, and before him lay a man barefoot, 
prostrate on the ground, with only trousers and a shirt on. And Pahom 
dreamt that he looked more attentively to see what sort of a man it was 
that was lying there, and he saw that the man was dead, and that it was 
himself! He awoke horror-struck.
	 “What things one does dream,” thought he.
	 Looking around he saw through the open door that the dawn 
was breaking.
	 “It’s time to wake them up,” thought he. “We ought to be 
starting.”
	 He got up, roused his man (who was sleeping in his cart), bade 
him harness; and went to call the Bashkirs.
	 “It’s time to go to the steppe to measure the land,” he said.
	 The Bashkirs rose and assembled, and the Chief came too. 
Then they began drinking kumiss again, and offered Pahom some tea, 
but he would not wait.
	 “If we are to go, let us go. It is high time,” said he.
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VII

	 The Bashkirs got ready and they all started: some 
mounted on horses, and some in carts. Pahom drove in 
his own small cart with his servant and took a spade with 

him. When they reached the steppe, the morning red was beginning 
kindle. They ascended a hillock (called by the Bashkirs a shikhan) and 
dismounting from their carts and their horses, gathered in one spot. 
The Chief came up to Pahom and stretching out his arm towards the 
plain:
	 “See,” said he, “all this, as far as your eye can reach, is ours. 
You may have any part of it you like.”
	 Pahom’s eyes glistened: it was all virgin soil, as flat as the 
palm of your hand, as black as the seed of a poppy, and in the hollows 
different kinds of grasses grew breast high.
	 The Chief took off his fox-fur cap, placed it on the ground and 
said:
	 “This will be the mark. Start from here, and return here again. 
All the land you go round shall be yours.”
	 Pahom took out his money and put it on the cap. Then he 
took off his outer coat, remaining in his sleeveless under-coat. He 
unfastened his girdle and tied it tight below his stomach, put a little 
bag of bread into the breast of his coat, and tying a flask of water to his 
girdle, he drew up the tops of his boots, took the spade from his man, 
and stood ready to start. He considered for some moments which way 
he had better go — it was tempting everywhere.
	 “No matter,” he concluded, “I will go towards the rising sun.”
	 He turned his face to the east, stretched himself, and waited for 
the sun to appear above the rim.
	 “I must lose no time,” he thought, “and it is easier walking 
while it is still cool.”
	 The sun’s rays had hardly flashed above the horizon, before 
Pahom, carrying the spade over his shoulder, went down into the 
steppe.
	 Pahom started walking neither slowly nor quickly. After 
having gone a thousand yards he stopped, dug a hole, and placed 
pieces of turf one on another to make it more visible. Then he went on; 
and now that he had walked off his stiffness he quickened his pace. 
After a while he dug another hole.
	 Pahom looked back. The hillock could be distinctly seen in 
the sunlight, with the people on it, and the glittering tires of the cart-
wheels. At a rough guess Pahom concluded that he had walked three 
miles. It was growing warmer; he took off his under-coat, flung it 



90

THE LOVE OF MONEY

across his shoulder, and went on again. It had grown quite warm now; 
he looked at the sun, it was time to think of breakfast.
	 “The first shift is done, but there are four in a day, and it is too 
soon yet to turn. But I will just take off my boots,” said he to himself.
	 He sat down, took off his boots, stuck them into his girdle, and 
went on. It was easy walking now.
	 “I will go on for another three miles,” though he, “and then 
turn to the left. This spot is so fine, that it would be a pity to lose it. The 
further ones goes, the better the land seems.”
	 He went straight on for a while, and when he looked round, 
the hillock was scarcely visible and the people on it looked like black 
ants, and he could just see something glistening there in the sun.
	 “Ah,” though Pahom, “I have gone far enough in this direction, 
it is time to turn. Besides I am in a regular sweat, and very thirsty.”
	 He stopped, dug a large hole, and heaped up pieces of turf. 
Next he untied his flask, had a drink, and then turned sharply to the 
left. He went on and on; the grass was high, and it was very hot.
	 Pahom began to grow tired: he looked at the sun and saw that 
it was noon.
	 “Well,” he thought, “I must have a rest.”
	 He sat down, and ate some bread and drank some water; but 
he did not lie down, thinking that if he did he might fall asleep. After 
sitting a little while, he went on again. At first he walked easily: the 
food had strengthened him; but it had become terribly hot and he felt 
sleepy, still he went on, thinking: “An hour to suffer, a life-time to live.”
	 He went a long way in this direction also, and was about to 
turn to the left again, when he perceived a damp hollow: “It would 
be a pity to leave that out,” he thought. “Flax would do well there.” 
So he went on past the hollow, and dug a hole on the other side of it 
before he turned the corner. Pahom looked towards the hillock. The 
heat made the air hazy: it seemed to be quivering, and through the 
haze the people on the hillock could scarcely be seen.
	 “Ah!” Thought Pahom, “I have made the sides too long; I must 
make this one shorter.” And he went along the third side, stepping 
faster. He looked at the sun: it was nearly half-way to the horizon, and 
he had not yet done two miles of the third side of the square. He was 
still ten miles from the goal.
	 “No,” he thought, “though it will make my land lop-sided, I 
must hurry back in a straight line now. I might go too far, and as it is I 
have a great deal of land.”
	 So Pahom hurriedly dug a hole, and turned straight towards 
the hillock.
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IX

	 Pahom went straight towards the hillock, but he now 
walked with difficulty. He was done up with the heat, 
his bare feet were cut and bruised, and his legs began 

to fail. He longed to rest, but it was impossible if he meant to get back 
before sunset. The sun waits for no man, and it was sinking lower and 
lower.
	 “Oh dear,” he thought, “if only I have not blundered trying for 
too much! What if I am too late?”
	 He looked towards the hillock and at the sun. He was still far 
from his goal, and the sun was already near the rim.
	 Pahom walked on and on; it was very hard walking but he 
went quicker and quicker. He pressed on, but was still far from the 
place. He began running, threw away his coat, his boots, his flask, and 
his cap, and kept only the spade which he used as a support.
	 “What shall I do,” he thought again, “I have grasped too much 
and ruined the whole affair. I can’t get there before the sun sets.”
	 And this fear made him still more breathless. Pahom went on 
running, his soaking shirt and trousers stuck to him and his mouth was 
parched. His breast was working like a blacksmith’s bellows, his heart 
was beating like a hammer, and his legs were giving way as if they did 
not belong to him. Pahom was seized with terror lest he should die of 
the strain.
	 Though afraid of death, he could not stop. “After having run all 
that way they will call me a fool if I stop now,” thought he. And he ran 
on and on, and drew near and hear the Bashkirs yelling and shouting 
to him, and their cries inflamed his heart still more. He gathered his 
last strength and ran on.
	 The sun was close to the rim, and cloaked in mist looked large, 
and red as blood. Now, yes now, it was about to set! The sun was quite 
low, but he was also quite near his aim. Pahom could already see the 
people on the hillock waving their arms to hurry him up. He could 
see the fox-fur cap on the ground and the money on it, and the Chief 
sitting on the ground holding his sides. And Pahom remembered his 
dream.
	 “There is plenty of land,” though he, “but will God let me live 
on it? I have lost my life, I have lost my life! I shall never reach that 
spot!”
	 Pahom looked at the sun, which had reached the earth: one 
side of it had already disappeared. With all his remaining strength 
he rushed on, bending his body forward so that his legs could hardly 
follow fast enough to keep him from falling. Just as he reached the 
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hillock it suddenly grew dark. He looked up — the sun had already 
set! He gave a cry: “All my labor has been in vain,” though he, and was 
about to stop, but he heard the Bashkirs shouting, and remembered 
that though to him, from below, the sun seemed to have set, they on the 
hillock could still see it. He took a long breath and ran up the hillock. 
It was still light there. He reached the top and saw the cap. Before it sat 
the Chief laughing and holding his sides. Again Pahom remembered 
his dream, and he uttered a cry: his legs gave way beneath him, he fell 
forward and reached the cap with his hands.
	 “Ah, that’s a fine fellow!” exclaimed the Chief. “He has gained 
much land!”
	 Pahom’s servant came running up and tried to raise him, but 
he saw that blood was flowing from his mouth. Pahom was dead!
	 The Bashkirs clicked their tongues to show their pity.
	 His servant picked up the spade and dug a grave long enough 
for Pahom to lie in, and buried him in it. Six feet from his head to his 
heels was all he needed.
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Gooseberries
Anton Chekhov

	 The whole sky had been overcast with rain-clouds from 
early morning; it was a still day, not hot, but heavy, as 
it is in grey dull weather when the clouds have been 

hanging over the country for a long while, when one expects rain 
and it does not come. Ivan Ivanovitch, the veterinary surgeon, and 
Burkin, the high-school teacher, were already tired from walking, 
and the fields seemed to them endless. Far ahead of them they could 
just see the windmills of the village of Mironositskoe; on the right 
stretched a row of hillocks which disappeared in the distance behind 
the village, and they both knew that this was the bank of the river, 
that there were meadows, green willows, homesteads there, and that 
if one stood on one of the hillocks one could see from it the same vast 
plain, telegraph-wires, and a train which in the distance looked like a 
crawling caterpillar, and that in clear weather one could even see the 
town. Now, in still weather, when all nature seemed mild and dreamy, 
Ivan Ivanovitch and Burkin were filled with love of that countryside, 
and both thought how great, how beautiful a land it was.
	 “Last time we were in Prokofy’s barn,” said Burkin, “you were 
about to tell me a story.”
	 “Yes; I meant to tell you about my brother.”
	 Ivan Ivanovitch heaved a deep sigh and lighted a pipe to 
begin to tell his story, but just at that moment the rain began. And five 
minutes later heavy rain came down, covering the sky, and it was hard 
to tell when it would be over. Ivan Ivanovitch and Burkin stopped in 
hesitation; the dogs, already drenched, stood with their tails between 
their legs gazing at them feelingly.
	 “We must take shelter somewhere,” said Burkin. “Let us go to 
Alehin’s; it’s close by.”
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	 “Come along.”
	 They turned aside and walked through mown fields, sometimes 
going straight forward, sometimes turning to the right, till they came 
out on the road. Soon they saw poplars, a garden, then the red roofs 
of barns; there was a gleam of the river, and the view opened on to a 
broad expanse of water with a windmill and a white bath-house: this 
was Sofino, where Alehin lived.
	 The watermill was at work, drowning the sound of the rain; 
the dam was shaking. Here wet horses with drooping heads were 
standing near their carts, and men were walking about covered with 
sacks. It was damp, muddy, and desolate; the water looked cold and 
malignant. Ivan Ivanovitch and Burkin were already conscious of a 
feeling of wetness, messiness, and discomfort all over; their feet were 
heavy with mud, and when, crossing the dam, they went up to the 
barns, they were silent, as though they were angry with one another.
	 In one of the barns there was the sound of a winnowing 
machine, the door was open, and clouds of dust were coming from 
it. In the doorway was standing Alehin himself, a man of forty, tall 
and stout, with long hair, more like a professor or an artist than a 
landowner. He had on a white shirt that badly needed washing, a 
rope for a belt, drawers instead of trousers, and his boots, too, were 
plastered up with mud and straw. His eyes and nose were black with 
dust. He recognized Ivan Ivanovitch and Burkin, and was apparently 
much delighted to see them.
	 “Go into the house, gentlemen,” he said, smiling; “I’ll come 
directly, this minute.”
	 It was a big two-storeyed house. Alehin lived in the lower 
storey, with arched ceilings and little windows, where the bailiffs 
had once lived; here everything was plain, and there was a smell of 
rye bread, cheap vodka, and harness. He went upstairs into the best 
rooms only on rare occasions, when visitors came. Ivan Ivanovitch and 
Burkin were met in the house by a maid-servant, a young woman so 
beautiful that they both stood still and looked at one another.
	 “You can’t imagine how delighted I am to see you, my friends,” 
said Alehin, going into the hall with them. “It is a surprise! Pelagea,” 
he said, addressing the girl, “give our visitors something to change 
into. And, by the way, I will change too. Only I must first go and wash, 
for I almost think I have not washed since spring. Wouldn’t you like to 
come into the bath-house? And meanwhile they will get things ready 
here.”
	 Beautiful Pelagea, looking so refined and soft, brought them 
towels and soap, and Alehin went to the bath-house with his guests.
	 “It’s a long time since I had a wash,” he said, undressing. “I 
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have got a nice bath-house, as you see — my father built it — but I 
somehow never have time to wash.”
	 He sat down on the steps and soaped his long hair and his 
neck, and the water round him turned brown.
	 “Yes, I must say,” said Ivan Ivanovitch meaningly, looking at 
his head.
	 “It’s a long time since I washed . . .” said Alehin with 
embarrassment, giving himself a second soaping, and the water near 
him turned dark blue, like ink.
	 Ivan Ivanovitch went outside, plunged into the water with 
a loud splash, and swam in the rain, flinging his arms out wide. He 
stirred the water into waves which set the white lilies bobbing up and 
down; he swam to the very middle of the millpond and dived, and 
came up a minute later in another place, and swam on, and kept on 
diving, trying to touch the bottom.
	 “Oh, my goodness!” he repeated continually, enjoying himself 
thoroughly. “Oh, my goodness!” He swam to the mill, talked to the 
peasants there, then returned and lay on his back in the middle of the 
pond, turning his face to the rain. Burkin and Alehin were dressed 
and ready to go, but he still went on swimming and diving. “Oh, my 
goodness! . . .” he said. “Oh, Lord, have mercy on me! . . .”
	 “That’s enough!” Burkin shouted to him.
	 They went back to the house. And only when the lamp was 
lighted in the big drawing-room upstairs, and Burkin and Ivan 
Ivanovitch, attired in silk dressing-gowns and warm slippers, were 
sitting in arm-chairs; and Alehin, washed and combed, in a new coat, 
was walking about the drawing-room, evidently enjoying the feeling 
of warmth, cleanliness, dry clothes, and light shoes; and when lovely 
Pelagea, stepping noiselessly on the carpet and smiling softly, handed 
tea and jam on a tray — only then Ivan Ivanovitch began on his story, 
and it seemed as though not only Burkin and Alehin were listening, 
but also the ladies, young and old, and the officers who looked down 
upon them sternly and calmly from their gold frames.
	 “There are two of us brothers,” he began —”I, Ivan Ivanovitch, 
and my brother, Nikolay Ivanovitch, two years younger. I went in for 
a learned profession and became a veterinary surgeon, while Nikolay 
sat in a government office from the time he was nineteen. Our father, 
Tchimsha-Himalaisky, was a kantonist, but he rose to be an officer and 
left us a little estate and the rank of nobility. After his death the little 
estate went in debts and legal expenses; but, anyway, we had spent 
our childhood running wild in the country. Like peasant children, 
we passed our days and nights in the fields and the woods, looked 
after horses, stripped the bark off the trees, fished, and so on. . . . And, 
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you know, whoever has once in his life caught perch or has seen the 
migrating of the thrushes in autumn, watched how they float in flocks 
over the village on bright, cool days, he will never be a real townsman, 
and will have a yearning for freedom to the day of his death. My 
brother was miserable in the government office. Years passed by, and 
he went on sitting in the same place, went on writing the same papers 
and thinking of one and the same thing — how to get into the country. 
And this yearning by degrees passed into a definite desire, into a 
dream of buying himself a little farm somewhere on the banks of a 
river or a lake.
	 “He was a gentle, good-natured fellow, and I was fond of him, 
but I never sympathized with this desire to shut himself up for the rest 
of his life in a little farm of his own. It’s the correct thing to say that a 
man needs no more than six feet of earth. But six feet is what a corpse 
needs, not a man. And they say, too, now, that if our intellectual classes 
are attracted to the land and yearn for a farm, it’s a good thing. But 
these farms are just the same as six feet of earth. To retreat from town, 
from the struggle, from the bustle of life, to retreat and bury oneself 
in one’s farm — it’s not life, it’s egoism, laziness, it’s monasticism of a 
sort, but monasticism without good works. A man does not need six 
feet of earth or a farm, but the whole globe, all nature, where he can 
have room to display all the qualities and peculiarities of his free spirit.
	 “My brother Nikolay, sitting in his government office, dreamed 
of how he would eat his own cabbages, which would fill the whole 
yard with such a savory smell, take his meals on the green grass, 
sleep in the sun, sit for whole hours on the seat by the gate gazing at 
the fields and the forest. Gardening books and the agricultural hints 
in calendars were his delight, his favorite spiritual sustenance; he 
enjoyed reading newspapers, too, but the only things he read in them 
were the advertisements of so many acres of arable land and a grass 
meadow with farm-houses and buildings, a river, a garden, a mill and 
millponds, for sale. And his imagination pictured the garden-paths, 
flowers and fruit, starling cotes, the carp in the pond, and all that sort 
of thing, you know. These imaginary pictures were of different kinds 
according to the advertisements which he came across, but for some 
reason in every one of them he had always to have gooseberries. He 
could not imagine a homestead, he could not picture an idyllic nook, 
without gooseberries.
	 “ ‘Country life has its conveniences,’ he would sometimes say. 
‘You sit on the verandah and you drink tea, while your ducks swim 
on the pond, there is a delicious smell everywhere, and . . . and the 
gooseberries are growing.’
	 “He used to draw a map of his property, and in every map there 
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were the same things — (a) house for the family, (b) servants’ quarters, 
(c) kitchen-garden, (d) gooseberry-bushes. He lived parsimoniously, 
was frugal in food and drink, his clothes were beyond description; he 
looked like a beggar, but kept on saving and putting money in the 
bank. He grew fearfully avaricious. I did not like to look at him, and I 
used to give him something and send him presents for Christmas and 
Easter, but he used to save that too. Once a man is absorbed by an idea 
there is no doing anything with him.
	 “Years passed: he was transferred to another province. He was 
over forty, and he was still reading the advertisements in the papers 
and saving up. Then I heard he was married. Still with the same object 
of buying a farm and having gooseberries, he married an elderly and 
ugly widow without a trace of feeling for her, simply because she had 
filthy lucre. He went on living frugally after marrying her, and kept 
her short of food, while he put her money in the bank in his name.
	 “Her first husband had been a postmaster, and with him she 
was accustomed to pies and home-made wines, while with her second 
husband she did not get enough black bread; she began to pine away 
with this sort of life, and three years later she gave up her soul to God. 
And I need hardly say that my brother never for one moment imagined 
that he was responsible for her death. Money, like vodka, makes a man 
queer. In our town there was a merchant who, before he died, ordered 
a plateful of honey and ate up all his money and lottery tickets with the 
honey, so that no one might get the benefit of it. While I was inspecting 
cattle at a railway-station, a cattle-dealer fell under an engine and had 
his leg cut off. We carried him into the waiting-room, the blood was 
flowing — it was a horrible thing — and he kept asking them to look 
for his leg and was very much worried about it; there were twenty 
roubles in the boot on the leg that had been cut off, and he was afraid 
they would be lost.”
	 “That’s a story from a different opera,” said Burkin.
	 “After his wife’s death,” Ivan Ivanovitch went on, after 
thinking for half a minute, “my brother began looking out for an estate 
for himself. Of course, you may look about for five years and yet end 
by making a mistake, and buying something quite different from what 
you have dreamed of. My brother Nikolay bought through an agent a 
mortgaged estate of three hundred and thirty acres, with a house for 
the family, with servants’ quarters, with a park, but with no orchard, no 
gooseberry-bushes, and no duck-pond; there was a river, but the water 
in it was the color of coffee, because on one side of the estate there was 
a brickyard and on the other a factory for burning bones. But Nikolay 
Ivanovitch did not grieve much; he ordered twenty gooseberry-bushes, 
planted them, and began living as a country gentleman.



98

THE LOVE OF MONEY

	 “Last year I went to pay him a visit. I thought I would 
go and see what it was like. In his letters my brother called his 
estate ‘Tchumbaroklov Waste, alias Himalaiskoe.’ I reached ‘alias 
Himalaiskoe’ in the afternoon. It was hot. Everywhere there were 
ditches, fences, hedges, fir-trees planted in rows, and there was no 
knowing how to get to the yard, where to put one’s horse. I went up 
to the house, and was met by a fat red dog that looked like a pig. It 
wanted to bark, but it was too lazy. The cook, a fat, barefooted woman, 
came out of the kitchen, and she, too, looked like a pig, and said that 
her master was resting after dinner. I went in to see my brother. He 
was sitting up in bed with a quilt over his legs; he had grown older, 
fatter, wrinkled; his cheeks, his nose, and his mouth all stuck out — 
he looked as though he might begin grunting into the quilt at any 
moment.
	 “We embraced each other, and shed tears of joy and of sadness 
at the thought that we had once been young and now were both grey-
headed and near the grave. He dressed, and led me out to show me the 
estate.
	 “ ‘Well, how are you getting on here?’ I asked.
	 “ ‘Oh, all right, thank God; I am getting on very well.’
	 “He was no more a poor timid clerk, but a real landowner, a 
gentleman. He was already accustomed to it, had grown used to it, 
and liked it. He ate a great deal, went to the bath-house, was growing 
stout, was already at law with the village commune and both factories, 
and was very much offended when the peasants did not call him ‘Your 
Honor.’ And he concerned himself with the salvation of his soul in a 
substantial, gentlemanly manner, and performed deeds of charity, not 
simply, but with an air of consequence. And what deeds of charity! 
He treated the peasants for every sort of disease with soda and castor 
oil, and on his name-day had a thanksgiving service in the middle of 
the village, and then treated the peasants to a gallon of vodka — he 
thought that was the thing to do. Oh, those horrible gallons of vodka! 
One day the fat landowner hauls the peasants up before the district 
captain for trespass, and next day, in honour of a holiday, treats them 
to a gallon of vodka, and they drink and shout ‘Hurrah!’ and when 
they are drunk bow down to his feet. A change of life for the better, 
and being well-fed and idle develop in a Russian the most insolent 
self-conceit. Nikolay Ivanovitch, who at one time in the government 
office was afraid to have any views of his own, now could say nothing 
that was not gospel truth, and uttered such truths in the tone of a prime 
minister. ‘Education is essential, but for the peasants it is premature.’ 
‘Corporal punishment is harmful as a rule, but in some cases it is 
necessary and there is nothing to take its place.’
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	 “ ‘I know the peasants and understand how to treat them,’ 
he would say. ‘The peasants like me. I need only to hold up my little 
finger and the peasants will do anything I like.’
	 “And all this, observe, was uttered with a wise, benevolent 
smile. He repeated twenty times over ‘We noblemen,’ ‘I as a noble’; 
obviously he did not remember that our grandfather was a peasant, 
and our father a soldier. Even our surname Tchimsha-Himalaisky, in 
reality so incongruous, seemed to him now melodious, distinguished, 
and very agreeable.
	 “But the point just now is not he, but myself. I want to tell you 
about the change that took place in me during the brief hours I spent 
at his country place. In the evening, when we were drinking tea, the 
cook put on the table a plateful of gooseberries. They were not bought, 
but his own gooseberries, gathered for the first time since the bushes 
were planted. Nikolay Ivanovitch laughed and looked for a minute in 
silence at the gooseberries, with tears in his eyes; he could not speak 
for excitement. Then he put one gooseberry in his mouth, looked at me 
with the triumph of a child who has at last received his favourite toy, 
and said:
	 “ ‘How delicious!’
	 “And he ate them greedily, continually repeating, ‘Ah, how 
delicious! Do taste them!’
	 “They were sour and unripe, but, as Pushkin says:

   		    ‘Dearer to us the falsehood that exalts
      		       Than hosts of baser truths.’

	 “I saw a happy man whose cherished dream was so obviously 
fulfilled, who had attained his object in life, who had gained what he 
wanted, who was satisfied with his fate and himself. There is always, 
for some reason, an element of sadness mingled with my thoughts of 
human happiness, and, on this occasion, at the sight of a happy man 
I was overcome by an oppressive feeling that was close upon despair. 
It was particularly oppressive at night. A bed was made up for me 
in the room next to my brother’s bedroom, and I could hear that he 
was awake, and that he kept getting up and going to the plate of 
gooseberries and taking one. I reflected how many satisfied, happy 
people there really are! ‘What a suffocating force it is! You look at life: the 
insolence and idleness of the strong, the ignorance and brutishness of 
the weak, incredible poverty all about us, overcrowding, degeneration, 
drunkenness, hypocrisy, lying. . . . Yet all is calm and stillness in the 
houses and in the streets; of the fifty thousand living in a town, there 
is not one who would cry out, who would give vent to his indignation 
aloud. We see the people going to market for provisions, eating by day, 
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sleeping by night, talking their silly nonsense, getting married, growing 
old, serenely escorting their dead to the cemetery; but we do not see 
and we do not hear those who suffer, and what is terrible in life goes 
on somewhere behind the scenes. . . . Everything is quiet and peaceful, 
and nothing protests but mute statistics: so many people gone out of 
their minds, so many gallons of vodka drunk, so many children dead 
from malnutrition. . . . And this order of things is evidently necessary; 
evidently the happy man only feels at ease because the unhappy bear 
their burdens in silence, and without that silence happiness would be 
impossible. It’s a case of general hypnotism. There ought to be behind 
the door of every happy, contented man some one standing with a 
hammer continually reminding him with a tap that there are unhappy 
people; that however happy he may be, life will show him her laws 
sooner or later, trouble will come for him — disease, poverty, losses, 
and no one will see or hear, just as now he neither sees nor hears others. 
But there is no man with a hammer; the happy man lives at his ease, 
and trivial daily cares faintly agitate him like the wind in the aspen-
tree — and all goes well.
	 “That night I realized that I, too, was happy and contented,” 
Ivan Ivanovitch went on, getting up. “I, too, at dinner and at the hunt 
liked to lay down the law on life and religion, and the way to manage 
the peasantry. I, too, used to say that science was light, that culture was 
essential, but for the simple people reading and writing was enough 
for the time. Freedom is a blessing, I used to say; we can no more do 
without it than without air, but we must wait a little. Yes, I used to talk 
like that, and now I ask, ‘For what reason are we to wait?’“ asked Ivan 
Ivanovitch, looking angrily at Burkin. “Why wait, I ask you? What 
grounds have we for waiting? I shall be told, it can’t be done all at 
once; every idea takes shape in life gradually, in its due time. But who 
is it says that? Where is the proof that it’s right? You will fall back upon 
the natural order of things, the uniformity of phenomena; but is there 
order and uniformity in the fact that I, a living, thinking man, stand 
over a chasm and wait for it to close of itself, or to fill up with mud 
at the very time when perhaps I might leap over it or build a bridge 
across it? And again, wait for the sake of what? Wait till there’s no 
strength to live? And meanwhile one must live, and one wants to live!
	 “I went away from my brother’s early in the morning, and ever 
since then it has been unbearable for me to be in town. I am oppressed 
by its peace and quiet; I am afraid to look at the windows, for there is 
no spectacle more painful to me now than the sight of a happy family 
sitting round the table drinking tea. I am old and am not fit for the 
struggle; I am not even capable of hatred; I can only grieve inwardly, 
feel irritated and vexed; but at night my head is hot from the rush of 
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ideas, and I cannot sleep. . . . Ah, if I were young!”
	 Ivan Ivanovitch walked backwards and forwards in excitement, 
and repeated: “If I were young!”
	 He suddenly went up to Alehin and began pressing first one of 
his hands and then the other.
	 “Pavel Konstantinovitch,” he said in an imploring voice, 
“don’t be calm and contented, don’t let yourself be put to sleep! While 
you are young, strong, confident, be not weary in well-doing! There 
is no happiness, and there ought not to be; but if there is a meaning 
and an object in life, that meaning and object is not our happiness, but 
something greater and more rational. Do good!”
	 And all this Ivan Ivanovitch said with a pitiful, imploring 
smile, as though he were asking him a personal favor.
	 Then all three sat in arm-chairs at different ends of the drawing-
room and were silent. Ivan Ivanovitch’s story had not satisfied either 
Burkin or Alehin. When the generals and ladies gazed down from 
their gilt frames, looking in the dusk as though they were alive, it was 
dreary to listen to the story of the poor clerk who ate gooseberries. 
They felt inclined, for some reason, to talk about elegant people, about 
women. And their sitting in the drawing-room where everything — 
the chandeliers in their covers, the arm-chairs, and the carpet under 
their feet — reminded them that those very people who were now 
looking down from their frames had once moved about, sat, drunk tea 
in this room, and the fact that lovely Pelagea was moving noiselessly 
about was better than any story.
	 Alehin was fearfully sleepy; he had got up early, before three 
o’clock in the morning, to look after his work, and now his eyes were 
closing; but he was afraid his visitors might tell some interesting story 
after he had gone, and he lingered on. He did not go into the question 
whether what Ivan Ivanovitch had just said was right and true. His 
visitors did not talk of groats, nor of hay, nor of tar, but of something 
that had no direct bearing on his life, and he was glad and wanted 
them to go on.
	 “It’s bed-time, though,” said Burkin, getting up. “Allow me to 
wish you good-night.”
	 Alehin said good-night and went downstairs to his own 
domain, while the visitors remained upstairs. They were both taken 
for the night to a big room where there stood two old wooden beds 
decorated with carvings, and in the corner was an ivory crucifix. The 
big cool beds, which had been made by the lovely Pelagea, smelt 
agreeably of clean linen.
	 Ivan Ivanovitch undressed in silence and got into bed.
	 “Lord forgive us sinners!” he said, and put his head under the 
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quilt.
	 His pipe lying on the table smelt strongly of stale tobacco, and 
Burkin could not sleep for a long while, and kept wondering where the 
oppressive smell came from.
	 The rain was pattering on the window-panes all night. 
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The Devil and Tom Walker
Washington Irving

	 A few miles from Boston, in Massachusetts, there is a 
deep inlet winding several miles into the interior of the 
country from Charles Bay, and terminating in a thickly 

wooded swamp or morass. On one side of this inlet is a beautiful dark 
grove; on the opposite side the land rises abruptly from the water’s 
edge into a high ridge, on which grow a few scattered oaks of great age 
and immense size. Under one of these gigantic trees, according to old 
stories, there was a great amount of treasure buried by Kidd the pirate. 
The inlet allowed a facility to bring the money in a boat secretly, and at 
night, to the very foot of the hill; the elevation of the place permitted a 
good lookout to be kept that no one was at hand; while the remarkable 
trees formed good landmarks by which the place might easily be 
found again. The old stories add, moreover, that the devil presided at 
the hiding of the money, and took it under his guardianship; but this, it 
is well known, he always does with buried treasure, particularly when 
it has been ill-gotten. Be that as it may, Kidd never returned to recover 
his wealth; being shortly after seized at Boston, sent out to England, 
and there hanged for a pirate.
	 About the year 1727, just at the time that earthquakes were 
prevalent in New England, and shook many tall sinners down upon 
their knees, there lived near this place a meagre, miserly fellow, of the 
name of Tom Walker. He had a wife as miserly as himself; they were 
so miserly that they even conspired to cheat each other. Whatever 
the woman could lay hands on she hid away; a hen could not cackle 
but she was on the alert to secure the new-laid egg. Her husband 
was continually prying about to detect her secret hoards, and many 
and fierce were the conflicts that took place about what ought to 
have been common property. They lived in a forlorn-looking house 
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that stood alone and had an air of starvation. A few straggling savin-
trees, emblems of sterility, grew near it; no smoke ever curled from its 
chimney; no traveller stopped at its door. A miserable horse, whose 
ribs were as articulate as the bars of a gridiron, stalked about a field, 
where a thin carpet of moss, scarcely covering the ragged beds of 
pudding-stone, tantalized and balked his hunger; and sometimes he 
would lean his head over the fence, look piteously at the passer-by, 
and seem to petition deliverance from this land of famine.
	 The house and its inmates had altogether a bad name. Tom’s 
wife was a tall termagant, fierce of temper, loud of tongue, and strong 
of arm. Her voice was often heard in wordy warfare with her husband; 
and his face sometimes showed signs that their conflicts were not 
confined to words. No one ventured, however, to interfere between 
them. The lonely wayfarer shrank within himself at the horrid clamor 
and clapper-clawing; eyed the den of discord askance; and hurried on 
his way, rejoicing, if a bachelor, in his celibacy.
	 One day that Tom Walker had been to a distant part of the 
neighborhood, he took what he considered a short-cut homeward, 
through the swamp. Like most short-cuts, it was an ill-chosen route. 
The swamp was thickly grown with great, gloomy pines and hemlocks, 
some of them ninety feet high, which made it dark at noonday and 
a retreat for all the owls of the neighborhood. It was full of pits and 
quagmires, partly covered with weeds and mosses, where the green 
surface often betrayed the traveller into a gulf of black, smothering 
mud; there were also dark and stagnant pools, the abodes of the 
tadpole, the bull-frog, and the water-snake, where the trunks of pines 
and hemlocks lay half-drowned, half-rotting, looking like alligators 
sleeping in the mire.
	 Tom had long been picking his way cautiously through this 
treacherous forest, stepping from tuft to tuft of rushes and roots, 
which afforded precarious footholds among deep sloughs, or pacing 
carefully, like a cat, along the prostrate trunks of trees, startled now and 
then by the sudden screaming of the bittern, or the quacking of a wild 
duck, rising on the wing from some solitary pool. At length he arrived 
at a firm piece of ground, which ran like a peninsula into the deep 
bosom of the swamp. It had been one of the strongholds of the Indians 
during their wars with the first colonists. Here they had thrown up a 
kind of fort, which they had looked upon as almost impregnable, and 
had used as a place of refuge for their squaws and children. Nothing 
remained of the old Indian fort but a few embankments, gradually 
sinking to the level of the surrounding earth, and already overgrown 
in part by oaks and other forest trees, the foliage of which formed a 
contrast to the dark pines and hemlocks of the swamps.
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	 It was late in the dusk of evening when Tom Walker reached 
the old fort, and he paused there awhile to rest himself. Any one but he 
would have felt unwilling to linger in this lonely, melancholy place, for 
the common people had a bad opinion of it, from the stories handed 
down from the times of the Indian wars, when it was asserted that the 
savages held incantations here and made sacrifices to the Evil Spirit.
	 Tom Walker, however, was not a man to be troubled with any 
fears of the kind. He reposed himself for some time on the trunk of a 
fallen hemlock, listening to the boding cry of the tree-toad, and delving 
with his walking-staff into a mound of black mould at his feet. As he 
turned up the soil unconsciously, his staff struck against something 
hard. He raked it out of the vegetable mould, and lo! a cloven skull, 
with an Indian tomahawk buried deep in it, lay before him. The rust 
on the weapon showed the time that had elapsed since this death-blow 
had been given. It was a dreary memento of the fierce struggle that 
had taken place in this last foothold of the Indian warriors.
	 “Humph!” said Tom Walker, as he gave it a kick to shake the 
dirt from it.
	 “Let that skull alone!” said a gruff voice. Tom lifted up his 
eyes and beheld a great black man seated directly opposite him, on 
the stump of a tree. He was exceedingly surprised, having neither 
heard nor seen any one approach; and he was still more perplexed 
on observing, as well as the gathering gloom would permit, that the 
stranger was neither negro nor Indian. It is true he was dressed in a 
rude Indian garb, and had a red belt or sash swathed round his body; 
but his face was neither black nor copper-color, but swarthy and dingy, 
and begrimed with soot, as if he had been accustomed to toil among 
fires and forges. He had a shock of coarse black hair, that stood out 
from his head in all directions, and bore an axe on his shoulder.
	 He scowled for a moment at Tom with a pair of great red eyes.
	 “What are you doing on my grounds?” said the black man, 
with a hoarse, growling voice.
	 “Your grounds!” said Tom, with a sneer; “no more your 
grounds than mine; they belong to Deacon Peabody.”
	 “Deacon Peabody be damned,” said the stranger, “as I flatter 
myself he will be, if he does not look more to his own sins and less to 
those of his neighbors. Look yonder, and see how Deacon Peabody is 
faring.”
	 Tom looked in the direction that the stranger pointed, and 
beheld one of the great trees, fair and flourishing without, but rotten 
at the core, and saw that it had been nearly hewn through, so that the 
first high wind was likely to blow it down. On the bark of the tree 
was scored the name of Deacon Peabody, an eminent man who had 
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waxed wealthy by driving shrewd bargains with the Indians. He now 
looked around, and found most of the tall trees marked with the name 
of some great man of the colony, and all more or less scored by the axe. 
The one on which he had been seated, and which had evidently just 
been hewn down, bore the name of Crowninshield; and he recollected 
a mighty rich man of that name, who made a vulgar display of wealth, 
which it was whispered he had acquired by buccaneering.
	 “He’s just ready for burning!” said the black man, with a growl 
of triumph. “You see I am likely to have a good stock of firewood for 
winter.”
	 “But what right have you,” said Tom, “to cut down Deacon 
Peabody’s timber?”
	 “The right of a prior claim,” said the other. “This woodland 
belonged to me long before one of your white-faced race put foot upon 
the soil.”
	 “And, pray, who are you, if I may be so bold?” said Tom.
	 “Oh, I go by various names. I am the wild huntsman in some 
countries; the black miner in others. In this neighborhood I am known 
by the name of the black woodsman. I am he to whom the red men 
consecrated this spot, and in honor of whom they now and then 
roasted a white man, by way of sweet-smelling sacrifice. Since the red 
men have been exterminated by you white savages, I amuse myself 
by presiding at the persecutions of Quakers and Anabaptists; I am the 
great patron and prompter of slave-dealers and the grand-master of 
the Salem witches.”
	 “The upshot of all which is, that, if I mistake not,” said Tom, 
sturdily, “you are he commonly called Old Scratch.”
	 “The same, at your service!” replied the black man, with a half-
civil nod.
	 Such was the opening of this interview, according to the old 
story; though it has almost too familiar an air to be credited. One 
would think that to meet with such a singular personage in this wild, 
lonely place would have shaken any man’s nerves; but Tom was a 
hard-minded fellow, not easily daunted, and he had lived so long with 
a termagant wife that he did not even fear the devil.
	 It is said that after this commencement they had a long and 
earnest conversation together, as Tom returned homeward. The black 
man told him of great sums of money buried by Kidd the pirate under 
the oak-trees on the high ridge, not far from the morass. All these were 
under his command, and protected by his power, so that none could 
find them but such as propitiated his favor. These he offered to place 
within Tom Walker’s reach, having conceived an especial kindness for 
him; but they were to be had only on certain conditions. What these 
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conditions were may be easily surmised, though Tom never disclosed 
them publicly. They must have been very hard, for he required time to 
think of them, and he was not a man to stick at trifles when money was 
in view. When they had reached the edge of the swamp, the stranger 
paused. “What proof have I that all you have been telling me is true?” 
said Tom. “There’s my signature,” said the black man, pressing his 
finger on Tom’s forehead. So saying, he turned off among the thickets 
of the swamp, and seemed, as Tom said, to go down, down, down, into 
the earth, until nothing but his head and shoulders could be seen, and 
so on, until he totally disappeared.
	 When Tom reached home he found the black print of a finger 
burned, as it were, into his forehead, which nothing could obliterate.
	 The first news his wife had to tell him was the sudden death of 
Absalom Crowninshield, the rich buccaneer. It was announced in the 
papers, with the usual flourish, that “A great man had fallen in Israel.”
	 Tom recollected the tree which his black friend had just hewn 
down, and which was ready for burning. “Let the freebooter roast,” 
said Tom; “who cares!” He now felt convinced that all he had heard 
and seen was no illusion.
	 He was not prone to let his wife into his confidence; but as this 
was an uneasy secret, he willingly shared it with her. All her avarice 
was awakened at the mention of hidden gold, and she urged her 
husband to comply with the black man’s terms, and secure what would 
make them wealthy for life. However Tom might have felt disposed to 
sell himself to the devil, he was determined not to do so to oblige his 
wife; so he flatly refused, out of the mere spirit of contradiction. Many 
and bitter were the quarrels they had on the subject; but the more she 
talked, the more resolute was Tom not to be damned to please her.
	 At length she determined to drive the bargain on her own 
account, and, if she succeeded, to keep all the gain to herself. Being of 
the same fearless temper as her husband, she set off for the old Indian 
fort toward the close of a summer’s day. She was many hours absent. 
When she came back, she was reserved and sullen in her replies. She 
spoke something of a black man, whom she had met about twilight 
hewing at the root of a tall tree. He was sulky, however, and would 
not come to terms; she was to go again with a propitiatory offering, but 
what it was she forbore to say.
	 The next evening she set off again for the swamp, with her 
apron heavily laden. Tom waited and waited for her, but in vain; 
midnight came, but she did not make her appearance; morning, noon, 
night returned, but still she did not come. Tom now grew uneasy for 
her safety, especially as he found she had carried off in her apron the 
silver tea-pot and spoons, and every portable article of value. Another 
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night elapsed, another morning came; but no wife. In a word, she was 
never heard of more.
	 What was her real fate nobody knows, in consequence of so 
many pretending to know. It is one of those facts which have become 
confounded by a variety of historians. Some asserted that she lost her 
way among the tangled mazes of the swamp, and sank into some pit or 
slough; others, more uncharitable, hinted that she had eloped with the 
household booty, and made off to some other province; while others 
surmised that the tempter had decoyed her into a dismal quagmire, 
on the top of which her hat was found lying. In confirmation of this, it 
was said a great black man, with an axe on his shoulder, was seen late 
that very evening coming out of the swamp, carrying a bundle tied in 
a check apron, with an air of surly triumph.
	 The most current and probable story, however, observes 
that Tom Walker grew so anxious about the fate of his wife and his 
property that he set out at length to seek them both at the Indian fort. 
During a long summer’s afternoon he searched about the gloomy 
place, but no wife was to be seen. He called her name repeatedly, but 
she was nowhere to be heard. The bittern alone responded to his voice, 
as he flew screaming by; or the bull-frog croaked dolefully from a 
neighboring pool. At length, it is said, just in the brown hour of twilight, 
when the owls began to hoot and the bats to flit about, his attention 
was attracted by the clamor of carrion crows hovering about a cypress-
tree. He looked up and beheld a bundle tied in a check apron and 
hanging in the branches of the tree, with a great vulture perched hard 
by, as if keeping watch upon it. He leaped with joy, for he recognized 
his wife’s apron, and supposed it to contain the household valuables.
	 “Let us get hold of the property,” said he, consolingly, to 
himself, “and we will endeavor to do without the woman.”
	 As he scrambled up the tree, the vulture spread its wide wings 
and sailed off, screaming, into the deep shadows of the forest. Tom 
seized the checked apron, but, woeful sight! found nothing but a heart 
and liver tied up in it!
	 Such, according to this most authentic old story, was all that 
was to be found of Tom’s wife. She had probably attempted to deal 
with the black man as she had been accustomed to deal with her 
husband; but though a female scold is generally considered a match 
for the devil, yet in this instance she appears to have had the worst 
of it. She must have died game, however; for it is said Tom noticed 
many prints of cloven feet deeply stamped about the tree, and found 
handfuls of hair, that looked as if they had been plucked from the 
coarse black shock of the woodsman. Tom knew his wife’s prowess 
by experience. He shrugged his shoulders as he looked at the signs of 
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fierce clapper-clawing. “Egad,” said he to himself, “Old Scratch must 
have had a tough time of it!”
	 Tom consoled himself for the loss of his property, with the loss 
of his wife, for he was a man of fortitude. He even felt something like 
gratitude toward the black woodsman, who, he considered, had done 
him a kindness. He sought, therefore, to cultivate a further acquaintance 
with him, but for some time without success; the old black-legs played 
shy, for, whatever people may think, he is not always to be had for the 
calling; he knows how to play his cards when pretty sure of his game.
	 At length, it is said, when delay had whetted Tom’s eagerness 
to the quick and prepared him to agree to anything rather than not gain 
the promised treasure, he met the black man one evening in his usual 
woodsman’s dress, with his axe on his shoulder, sauntering along the 
swamp and humming a tune. He affected to receive Tom’s advances 
with great indifference, made brief replies, and went on humming his 
tune.
	 By degrees, however, Tom brought him to business, and they 
began to haggle about the terms on which the former was to have the 
pirate’s treasure. There was one condition which need not be mentioned, 
being generally understood in all cases where the devil grants favors; 
but there were others about which, though of less importance, he was 
inflexibly obstinate. He insisted that the money found through his 
means should be employed in his service. He proposed, therefore, that 
Tom should employ it in the black traffic; that is to say, that he should 
fit out a slave-ship. This, however, Tom resolutely refused; he was bad 
enough in all conscience, but the devil himself could not tempt him to 
turn slave-trader.
	 Finding Tom so squeamish on this point, he did not insist upon 
it, but proposed, instead, that he should turn usurer; the devil being 
extremely anxious for the increase of usurers, looking upon them as 
his peculiar people.
	 To this no objections were made, for it was just to Tom’s taste.
	 “You shall open a broker’s shop in Boston next month,” said 
the black man.
	 “I’ll do it to-morrow, if you wish,” said Tom Walker.
	 “You shall lend money at two per cent. a month.”
	 “Egad, I’ll charge four!” replied Tom Walker.
	 “You shall extort bonds, foreclose mortgages, drive the 
merchants to bankruptcy—”
	 “I’ll drive them to the devil,” cried Tom Walker.
	 “You are the usurer for my money!” said black-legs with 
delight. “When will you want the rhino?”
	 “This very night.”
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	 “Done!” said the devil.
	 “Done!” said Tom Walker. So they shook hands and struck a 
bargain.
	 A few days’ time saw Tom Walker seated behind his desk in a 
counting-house in Boston.
	 His reputation for a ready-moneyed man, who would lend 
money out for a good consideration, soon spread abroad. Everybody 
remembers the time of Governor Belcher, when money was particularly 
scarce. It was a time of paper credit. The country had been deluged with 
government bills; the famous Land Bank had been established; there 
had been a rage for speculating; the people had run mad with schemes 
for new settlements, for building cities in the wilderness; land-jobbers 
went about with maps of grants and townships and Eldorados, lying 
nobody knew where, but which everybody was ready to purchase. In 
a word, the great speculating fever which breaks out every now and 
then in the country had raged to an alarming degree, and everybody 
was dreaming of making sudden fortunes from nothing. As usual, the 
fever had subsided, the dream had gone off, and the imaginary fortunes 
with it; the patients were left in doleful plight, and the whole country 
resounded with the consequent cry of “hard times.”
	 At this propitious time of public distress did Tom Walker set 
up as usurer in Boston. His door was soon thronged by customers. The 
needy and adventurous, the gambling speculator, the dreaming land-
jobber, the thriftless tradesman, the merchant with cracked credit—in 
short, everyone driven to raise money by desperate means and desperate 
sacrifices hurried to Tom Walker.
	 Thus Tom was the universal friend to the needy, and acted like “a 
friend in need”; that is to say, he always exacted good pay and security. 
In proportion to the distress of the applicant was the hardness of his 
terms. He accumulated bonds and mortgages, gradually squeezed his 
customers closer and closer, and sent them at length, dry as a sponge, 
from his door.
	 In this way he made money hand over hand, became a rich 
and mighty man, and exalted his cocked hat upon “Change.” He built 
himself, as usual, a vast house, out of ostentation, but left the greater 
part of it unfinished and unfurnished, out of parsimony. He even set 
up a carriage in the fulness of his vain-glory, though he nearly starved 
the horses which drew it; and, as the ungreased wheels groaned and 
screeched on the axle-trees, you would have thought you heard the 
souls of the poor debtors he was squeezing.
	 As Tom waxed old, however, he grew thoughtful. Having 
secured the good things of this world, he began to feel anxious about 
those of the next. He thought with regret of the bargain he had made 
with his black friend, and set his wits to work to cheat him out of the 
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conditions. He became, therefore, all of a sudden, a violent church-goer. 
He prayed loudly and strenuously, as if heaven were to be taken by force 
of lungs. Indeed, one might always tell when he had sinned most during 
the week by the clamor of his Sunday devotion. The quiet Christians 
who had been modestly and steadfastly travelling Zionward were struck 
with self-reproach at seeing themselves so suddenly outstripped in their 
career by this new-made convert. Tom was as rigid in religious as in 
money matters; he was a stern supervisor and censurer of his neighbors, 
and seemed to think every sin entered up to their account became a 
credit on his own side of the page. He even talked of the expediency of 
reviving the persecution of Quakers and Anabaptists. In a word, Tom’s 
zeal became as notorious as his riches.
	 Still, in spite of all this strenuous attention to forms, Tom had a 
lurking dread that the devil, after all, would have his due. That he might 
not be taken unawares, therefore, it is said he always carried a small 
Bible in his coat-pocket. He had also a great folio Bible on his counting-
house desk, and would frequently be found reading it when people 
called on business; on such occasions he would lay his green spectacles 
in the book, to mark the place, while he turned round to drive some 
usurious bargain.
	 Some say that Tom grew a little crack-brained in his old days, 
and that, fancying his end approaching, he had his horse new shod, 
saddled, and bridled, and buried with his feet uppermost; because he 
supposed that at the last day the world would be turned upside-down; 
in which case he should find his horse standing ready for mounting, and 
he was determined at the worst to give his old friend a run for it. This, 
however, is probably a mere old wives’ fable. If he really did take such a 
precaution, it was totally superfluous; at least so says the authentic old 
legend, which closes his story in the following manner:
	 One hot summer afternoon in the dog-days, just as a terrible 
black thunder-gust was coming up, Tom sat in his counting-house, in 
his white linen cap and India silk morning-gown. He was on the point 
of foreclosing a mortgage, by which he would complete the ruin of 
an unlucky land-speculator for whom he had professed the greatest 
friendship. The poor land-jobber begged him to grant a few months’ 
indulgence. Tom had grown testy and irritated, and refused another 
delay.
	 “My family will be ruined, and brought upon the parish,” said 
the land-jobber.
	 “Charity begins at home,” replied Tom; “I must take care of 
myself in these hard times.”
	 “You have made so much money out of me,” said the speculator.
	 Tom lost his patience and his piety. “The devil take me,” said 
he, “if I have made a farthing!”
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	 Just then there were three loud knocks at the street door. He 
stepped out to see who was there. A black man was holding a black 
horse, which neighed and stamped with impatience.
	 “Tom, you’re come for,” said the black fellow, gruffly. Tom 
shrank back, but too late. He had left his little Bible at the bottom of his 
coat-pocket and his big Bible on the desk buried under the mortgage 
he was about to foreclose: never was sinner taken more unawares. The 
black man whisked him like a child into the saddle, gave the horse the 
lash, and away he galloped, with Tom on his back, in the midst of the 
thunder-storm. The clerks stuck their pens behind their ears, and stared 
after him from the windows. Away went Tom Walker, dashing down 
the streets, his white cap bobbing up and down, his morning-gown 
fluttering in the wind, and his steed striking fire out of the pavement at 
every bound. When the clerks turned to look for the black man, he had 
disappeared.
	 Tom Walker never returned to foreclose the mortgage. A 
countryman, who lived on the border of the swamp, reported that in 
the height of the thunder-gust he had heard a great clattering of hoofs 
and a howling along the road, and running to the window caught sight 
of a figure, such as I have described, on a horse that galloped like mad 
across the fields, over the hills, and down into the black hemlock swamp 
toward the old Indian fort, and that shortly after a thunder-bolt falling 
in that direction seemed to set the whole forest in a blaze.
	 The good people of Boston shook their heads and shrugged their 
shoulders, but had been so much accustomed to witches and goblins, 
and tricks of the devil, in all kinds of shapes, from the first settlement 
of the colony, that they were not so much horror-struck as might have 
been expected. Trustees were appointed to take charge of Tom’s effects. 
There was nothing, however, to administer upon. On searching his 
coffers, all his bonds and mortgages were reduced to cinders. In place 
of gold and silver, his iron chest was filled with chips and shavings; two 
skeletons lay in his stable instead of his half-starved horses, and the 
very next day his great house took fire and was burned to the ground.
	 Such was the end of Tom Walker and his ill-gotten wealth. Let 
all gripping money-brokers lay this story to heart. The truth of it is not 
to be doubted. The very hole under the oak-trees, whence he dug Kidd’s 
money, is to be seen to this day; and the neighboring swamp and old 
Indian fort are often haunted in stormy nights by a figure on horseback, 
in morning-gown and white cap, which is doubtless the troubled spirit 
of the usurer. In fact, the story has resolved itself into a proverb, and 
is the origin of that popular saying, so prevalent throughout New 
England, of “The devil and Tom Walker.”
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The Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg
Mark Twain

	 It was many years ago. Hadleyburg was the most honest 
and upright town in all the region round about. It had kept 
that reputation unsmirched during three generations, and 

was prouder of it than of any other of its possessions. It was so proud 
of it, and so anxious to insure its perpetuation, that it began to teach 
the principles of honest dealing to its babies in the cradle, and made 
the like teachings the staple of their culture thenceforward through all 
the years devoted to their education. Also, throughout the formative 
years temptations were kept out of the way of the young people, so 
that their honesty could have every chance to harden and solidify, and 
become a part of their very bone. The neighboring towns were jealous 
of this honourable supremacy, and affected to sneer at Hadleyburg’s 
pride in it and call it vanity; but all the same they were obliged to 
acknowledge that Hadleyburg was in reality an incorruptible town; 
and if pressed they would also acknowledge that the mere fact that a 
young man hailed from Hadleyburg was all the recommendation he 
needed when he went forth from his natal town to seek for responsible 
employment.
	 But at last, in the drift of time, Hadleyburg had the ill luck to 
offend a passing stranger — possibly without knowing it, certainly 
without caring, for Hadleyburg was sufficient unto itself, and cared 
not a rap for strangers or their opinions. Still, it would have been well 
to make an exception in this one’s case, for he was a bitter man, and 
revengeful. All through his wanderings during a whole year he kept 
his injury in mind, and gave all his leisure moments to trying to invent 
a compensating satisfaction for it. He contrived many plans, and all 
of them were good, but none of them was quite sweeping enough: 
the poorest of them would hurt a great many individuals, but what 
he wanted was a plan which would comprehend the entire town, and 
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not let so much as one person escape unhurt. At last he had a fortunate 
idea, and when it fell into his brain it lit up his whole head with an 
evil joy. He began to form a plan at once, saying to himself “That is the 
thing to do — I will corrupt the town.”
	 Six months later he went to Hadleyburg, and arrived in a 
buggy at the house of the old cashier of the bank about ten at night. 
He got a sack out of the buggy, shouldered it, and staggered with it 
through the cottage yard, and knocked at the door. A woman’s voice 
said “Come in,” and he entered, and set his sack behind the stove 
in the parlour, saying politely to the old lady who sat reading the 
“Missionary Herald” by the lamp:
	 “Pray keep your seat, madam, I will not disturb you. There — 
now it is pretty well concealed; one would hardly know it was there. 
Can I see your husband a moment, madam?”
	  No, he was gone to Brixton, and might not return before 
morning.
	 “Very well, madam, it is no matter. I merely wanted to leave 
that sack in his care, to be delivered to the rightful owner when he shall 
be found. I am a stranger; he does not know me; I am merely passing 
through the town to-night to discharge a matter which has been long 
in my mind. My errand is now completed, and I go pleased and a little 
proud, and you will never see me again. There is a paper attached to 
the sack which will explain everything. Goodnight, madam.”
	 The old lady was afraid of the mysterious big stranger, and 
was glad to see him go. But her curiosity was roused, and she went 
straight to the sack and brought away the paper. It began as follows:

	 “TO BE PUBLISHED, or, the right man sought out by private 
inquiry-either will answer. This sack contains gold coin weighing a hundred 
and sixty pounds four ounces —”
	 “Mercy on us, and the door not locked!”
	 Mrs. Richards flew to it all in a tremble and locked it, then 
pulled down the window-shades and stood frightened, worried, and 
wondering if there was anything else she could do toward making 
herself and the money more safe. She listened awhile for burglars, 
then surrendered to curiosity, and went back to the lamp and finished 
reading the paper:
	 “I am a foreigner, and am presently going back to my own 
country, to remain there permanently. I am grateful to America for 
what I have received at her hands during my long stay under her flag; 
and to one of her citizens — a citizen of Hadleyburg — I am especially 
grateful for a great kindness done me a year or two ago. Two great 
kindnesses in fact. I will explain. I was a gambler. I say I WAS. I was a 
ruined gambler. I arrived in this village at night, hungry and without 
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a penny. I asked for help — in the dark; I was ashamed to beg in the 
light. I begged of the right man. He gave me twenty dollars — that is 
to say, he gave me life, as I considered it. He also gave me fortune; for 
out of that money I have made myself rich at the gaming-table. And 
finally, a remark which he made to me has remained with me to this 
day, and has at last conquered me; and in conquering has saved the 
remnant of my morals: I shall gamble no more. Now I have no idea 
who that man was, but I want him found, and I want him to have this 
money, to give away, throw away, or keep, as he pleases. It is merely 
my way of testifying my gratitude to him. If I could stay, I would find 
him myself; but no matter, he will be found. This is an honest town, an 
incorruptible town, and I know I can trust it without fear. This man can 
be identified by the remark which he made to me; I feel persuaded that 
he will remember it.
	  “And now my plan is this: If you prefer to conduct the inquiry 
privately, do so. Tell the contents of this present writing to any one 
who is likely to be the right man. If he shall answer, ‘I am the man; the 
remark I made was so-and-so,’ apply the test — to wit: open the sack, 
and in it you will find a sealed envelope containing that remark. If the 
remark mentioned by the candidate tallies with it, give him the money, 
and ask no further questions, for he is certainly the right man.
	  “But if you shall prefer a public inquiry, then publish this 
present writing in the local paper — with these instructions added, 
to wit: Thirty days from now, let the candidate appear at the town-
hall at eight in the evening (Friday), and hand his remark, in a sealed 
envelope, to the Rev. Mr. Burgess (if he will be kind enough to act); 
and let Mr. Burgess there and then destroy the seals of the sack, open 
it, and see if the remark is correct: if correct, let the money be delivered, 
with my sincere gratitude, to my benefactor thus identified.”
	 Mrs. Richards sat down, gently quivering with excitement, and 
was soon lost in thinkings — after this pattern: “What a strange thing 
it is! . . . And what a fortune for that kind man who set his bread afloat 
upon the waters! . . . If it had only been my husband that did it! — for 
we are so poor, so old and poor! . . .” Then, with a sigh —”But it was 
not my Edward; no, it was not he that gave a stranger twenty dollars. 
It is a pity too; I see it now. . .”. Then, with a shudder — “But it is 
GAMBLERS’ money! the wages of sin; we couldn’t take it; we couldn’t 
touch it. I don’t like to be near it; it seems a defilement.” She moved to 
a farther chair. . . “I wish Edward would come, and take it to the bank; 
a burglar might come at any moment; it is dreadful to be here all alone 
with it.”
	 At eleven Mr. Richards arrived, and while his wife was saying 
“I am SO glad you’ve come!” he was saying, “I am so tired — tired 
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clear out; it is dreadful to be poor, and have to make these dismal 
journeys at my time of life. Always at the grind, grind, grind, on a 
salary — another man’s slave, and he sitting at home in his slippers, 
rich and comfortable.”
	 “I am so sorry for you, Edward, you know that; but be 
comforted; we have our livelihood; we have our good name —”
	 “Yes, Mary, and that is everything. Don’t mind my talk — it’s 
just a moment’s irritation and doesn’t mean anything. Kiss me — there, 
it’s all gone now, and I am not complaining any more. What have you 
been getting? What’s in the sack?”
	 Then his wife told him the great secret. It dazed him for a 
moment; then he said:
	 “It weighs a hundred and sixty pounds? Why, Mary, it’s for-ty 
thousand dollars — think of it — a whole fortune! Not ten men in this 
village are worth that much. Give me the paper.”
	 He skimmed through it and said:
	 “Isn’t it an adventure! Why, it’s a romance; it’s like the 
impossible things one reads about in books, and never sees in life.” 
He was well stirred up now; cheerful, even gleeful. He tapped his old 
wife on the cheek, and said humorously, “Why, we’re rich, Mary, rich; 
all we’ve got to do is to bury the money and burn the papers. If the 
gambler ever comes to inquire, we’ll merely look coldly upon him and 
say: ‘What is this nonsense you are talking? We have never heard of 
you and your sack of gold before;’ and then he would look foolish, and 
—”
	 “And in the meantime, while you are running on with your 
jokes, the money is still here, and it is fast getting along toward 
burglartime.”
	 “True. Very well, what shall we do — make the inquiry 
private? No, not that; it would spoil the romance. The public method is 
better. Think what a noise it will make! And it will make all the other 
towns jealous; for no stranger would trust such a thing to any town but 
Hadleyburg, and they know it. It’s a great card for us. I must get to the 
printing-office now, or I shall be too late.”
	 “But stop — stop — don’t leave me here alone with it, Edward!”
     But he was gone. For only a little while, however. Not far from his 
own house he met the editor — proprietor of the paper, and gave him 
the document, and said “Here is a good thing for you, Cox — put it in.”
	 “It may be too late, Mr. Richards, but I’ll see.”
	 At home again, he and his wife sat down to talk the charming 
mystery over; they were in no condition for sleep. The first question 
was, Who could the citizen have been who gave the stranger the twenty 
dollars? It seemed a simple one; both answered it in the same breath -
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	 “Barclay Goodson.”
	 “Yes,” said Richards, “he could have done it, and it would 
have been like him, but there’s not another in the town.”
	 “Everybody will grant that, Edward — grant it privately, 
anyway. For six months, now, the village has been its own proper self 
once more-honest, narrow, self-righteous, and stingy.”
	 “It is what he always called it, to the day of his death — said it 
right out publicly, too.”
	  “Yes, and he was hated for it.”
	 “Oh, of course; but he didn’t care. I reckon he was the best-
hated man among us, except the Reverend Burgess.”
	 “Well, Burgess deserves it — he will never get another 
congregation here. Mean as the town is, it knows how to estimate 
HIM. Edward, doesn’t it seem odd that the stranger should appoint 
Burgess to deliver the money?”
	 “Well, yes — it does. That is — that is —”
	 “Why so much that-IS-ing? Would YOU select him?”
	 “Mary, maybe the stranger knows him better than this village 
does.”
	 “Much THAT would help Burgess!”
	 The husband seemed perplexed for an answer; the wife kept 
a steady eye upon him, and waited. Finally Richards said, with the 
hesitancy of one who is making a statement which is likely to encounter 
doubt,
	 “Mary, Burgess is not a bad man.”
	 His wife was certainly surprised.
	 “Nonsense!” she exclaimed.
	 “He is not a bad man. I know. The whole of his unpopularity 
had its foundation in that one thing — the thing that made so much 
noise.”
	 “That ‘one thing,’ indeed! As if that ‘one thing’ wasn’t enough, 
all by itself.”
	 “Plenty. Plenty. Only he wasn’t guilty of it.”
	 “How you talk! Not guilty of it! Everybody knows he WAS 
guilty.”
	 “Mary, I give you my word — he was innocent.”
	 “I can’t believe it and I don’t. How do you know?”
	 “It is a confession. I am ashamed, but I will make it. I was the 
only man who knew he was innocent. I could have saved him, and-and 
— well, you know how the town was wrought up — I hadn’t the pluck 
to do it. It would have turned everybody against me. I felt mean, ever 
so mean; ut I didn’t dare; I hadn’t the manliness to face that.”
	 Mary looked troubled, and for a while was silent. Then she 
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said stammeringly:
	 “I — I don’t think it would have done for you to — to — One 
mustn’t-er — public opinion — one has to be so careful — so —” It 
was a difficult road, and she got mired; but after a little she got started 
again. “It was a great pity, but-Why, we couldn’t afford it, Edward — 
we couldn’t indeed. Oh, I wouldn’t have had you do it for anything!”
	 “It would have lost us the good-will of so many people, Mary; 
and then — and then —”
	 “What troubles me now is, what HE thinks of us, Edward.”
	 “He? HE doesn’t suspect that I could have saved him.”
	 “Oh,” exclaimed the wife, in a tone of relief, “I am glad of that. 
As long as he doesn’t know that you could have saved him, he — he-
well that makes it a great deal better. Why, I might have known he 
didn’t know, because he is always trying to be friendly with us, as little 
encouragement as we give him. More than once people have twitted 
me with it. There’s the Wilsons, and the Wilcoxes, and the Harknesses, 
they take a mean pleasure in saying ‘YOUR FRIEND Burgess,’ because 
they know it pesters me. I wish he wouldn’t persist in liking us so; I 
can’t think why he keeps it up.”
	 “I can explain it. It’s another confession. When the thing was 
new and hot, and the town made a plan to ride him on a rail, my 
conscience hurt me so that I couldn’t stand it, and I went privately and 
gave him notice, and he got out of the town and stayed out till it was 
safe to come back.”
	 “Edward! If the town had found it out —”
	 “DON’T! It scares me yet, to think of it. I repented of it the 
minute it was done; and I was even afraid to tell you lest your face 
might betray it to somebody. I didn’t sleep any that night, for worrying. 
But after a few days I saw that no one was going to suspect me, and 
after that I got to feeling glad I did it. And I feel glad yet, Mary — glad 
through and through.”
	  “So do I, now, for it would have been a dreadful way to treat 
him. Yes, I’m glad; for really you did owe him that, you know. But, 
Edward, suppose it should come out yet, some day!”
	 “It won’t.”
	 “Why?”
	  “Because everybody thinks it was Goodson.”
	 “Of course they would!”
	 “Certainly. And of course HE didn’t care. They persuaded poor 
old Sawlsberry to go and charge it on him, and he went blustering over 
there and did it. Goodson looked him over, like as if he was hunting 
for a place on him that he could despise the most; then he says, ‘So you 
are the Committee of Inquiry, are you?’ Sawlsberry said that was about 
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what he was. ‘H’m. Do they require particulars, or do you reckon a 
kind of a GENERAL answer will do?’ ‘If they require particulars, I will 
come back, Mr. Goodson; I will take the general answer first.’ ‘Very 
well, then, tell them to go to hell — I reckon that’s general enough. 
And I’ll give you some advice, Sawlsberry; when you come back for 
the particulars, fetch a basket to carry what is left of yourself home 
in.’”
	 “Just like Goodson; it’s got all the marks. He had only one 
vanity; he thought he could give advice better than any other person.”
	 “It settled the business, and saved us, Mary. The subject was 
dropped.”
	 “Bless you, I’m not doubting THAT.”
	 Then they took up the gold-sack mystery again, with strong 
interest. Soon the conversation began to suffer breaks — interruptions 
caused by absorbed thinkings. The breaks grew more and more 
frequent. At last Richards lost himself wholly in thought. He sat long, 
gazing vacantly at the floor, and by-and-by he began to punctuate his 
thoughts with little nervous movements of his hands that seemed to 
indicate vexation. Meantime his wife too had relapsed into a thoughtful 
silence, and her movements were beginning to show a troubled 
discomfort. Finally Richards got up and strode aimlessly about the 
room, ploughing his hands through his hair, much as a somnambulist 
might do who was having a bad dream. Then he seemed to arrive at 
a definite purpose; and without a word he put on his hat and passed 
quickly out of the house. His wife sat brooding, with a drawn face, 
and did not seem to be aware that she was alone. Now and then she 
murmured, “Lead us not into t . . . but — but — we are so poor, so poor! 
. . . Lead us not into . . . Ah, who would be hurt by it? — and no one 
would ever know . . . Lead us . . . “ The voice died out in mumblings. 
After a little she glanced up and muttered in a half-frightened, half-
glad way -
	  “He is gone! But, oh dear, he may be too late — too late . . . 
Maybe not — maybe there is still time.” She rose and stood thinking, 
nervously clasping and unclasping her hands. A slight shudder shook 
her frame, and she said, out of a dry throat, “God forgive me — it’s 
awful to think such things — but . . . Lord, how we are made — how 
strangely we are made!”
	 She turned the light low, and slipped stealthily over and knelt 
down by the sack and felt of its ridgy sides with her hands, and fondled 
them lovingly; and there was a gloating light in her poor old eyes. She 
fell into fits of absence; and came half out of them at times to mutter “If 
we had only waited! — oh, if we had only waited a little, and not been 
in such a hurry!”
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	 Meantime Cox had gone home from his office and told his wife 
all about the strange thing that had happened, and they had talked it 
over eagerly, and guessed that the late Goodson was the only man in 
the town who could have helped a suffering stranger with so noble a 
sum as twenty dollars. Then there was a pause, and the two became 
thoughtful and silent. And by-and-by nervous and fidgety. At last the 
wife said, as if to herself,
	 “Nobody knows this secret but the Richardses . . . and us . . . 
nobody.”
	 The husband came out of his thinkings with a slight start, and 
gazed wistfully at his wife, whose face was become very pale; then he 
hesitatingly rose, and glanced furtively at his hat, then at his wife — 
a sort of mute inquiry. Mrs. Cox swallowed once or twice, with her 
hand at her throat, then in place of speech she nodded her head. In a 
moment she was alone, and mumbling to herself.
	 And now Richards and Cox were hurrying through the 
deserted streets, from opposite directions. They met, panting, at the 
foot of the printing-office stairs; by the night-light there they read each 
other’s face. Cox whispered:
	 “Nobody knows about this but us?”
	 The whispered answer was:
	 “Not a soul — on honour, not a soul!”
	 “If it isn’t too late to —”
	 The men were starting up-stairs; at this moment they were 
overtaken by a boy, and Cox asked,
	 “Is that you, Johnny?”
	 “Yes, sir.”
	 “You needn’t ship the early mail — nor ANY mail; wait till I 
tell you.”
	 “It’s already gone, sir.”
	 “GONE?” It had the sound of an unspeakable disappointment 
in it.
	 “Yes, sir. Time-table for Brixton and all the towns beyond 
changed to-day, sir — had to get the papers in twenty minutes earlier 
than common. I had to rush; if I had been two minutes later —”
	 The men turned and walked slowly away, not waiting to hear 
the rest. Neither of them spoke during ten minutes; then Cox said, in a 
vexed tone,
	 “What possessed you to be in such a hurry, I can’t make out.”
	 The answer was humble enough:
	 “I see it now, but somehow I never thought, you know, until it 
was too late. But the next time —”
	 “Next time be hanged! It won’t come in a thousand years.”
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     Then the friends separated without a good-night, and dragged 
themselves home with the gait of mortally stricken men. At their homes 
their wives sprang up with an eager “Well?” — then saw the answer 
with their eyes and sank down sorrowing, without waiting for it to 
come in words. In both houses a discussion followed of a heated sort 
— a new thing; there had been discussions before, but not heated ones, 
not ungentle ones. The discussions to-night were a sort of seeming 
plagiarisms of each other. Mrs. Richards said:
	 “If you had only waited, Edward — if you had only stopped to 
think; but no, you must run straight to the printing-office and spread it 
all over the world.”
	  “It SAID publish it.”
     “That is nothing; it also said do it privately, if you liked. There, now 
— is that true, or not?”
     “Why, yes — yes, it is true; but when I thought what a stir it would 
make, and what a compliment it was to Hadleyburg that a stranger 
should trust it so —”
     “Oh, certainly, I know all that; but if you had only stopped to think, 
you would have seen that you COULDN’T find the right man, because 
he is in his grave, and hasn’t left chick nor child nor relation behind 
him; and as long as the money went to somebody that awfully needed 
it, and nobody would be hurt by it, and — and —”
	 She broke down, crying. Her husband tried to think of some 
comforting thing to say, and presently came out with this:
     “But after all, Mary, it must be for the best — it must be; we know 
that. And we must remember that it was so ordered —”
	 “Ordered! Oh, everything’s ORDERED, when a person has 
to find some way out when he has been stupid. Just the same, it was 
ORDERED that the money should come to us in this special way, and it 
was you that must take it on yourself to go meddling with the designs 
of Providence — and who gave you the right? It was wicked, that is 
what it was — just blasphemous presumption, and no more becoming 
to a meek and humble professor of —”
	 “But, Mary, you know how we have been trained all our lives 
long, like the whole village, till it is absolutely second nature to us to 
stop not a single moment to think when there’s an honest thing to be 
done —”
	 “Oh, I know it, I know it — it’s been one everlasting training 
and training and training in honesty — honesty shielded, from the 
very cradle, against every possible temptation, and so it’s ARTIFICIAL 
honesty, and weak as water when temptation comes, as we have seen 
this night. God knows I never had shade nor shadow of a doubt of my 
petrified and indestructible honesty until now — and now, under the 
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very first big and real temptation, I — Edward, it is my belief that this 
town’s honesty is as rotten as mine is; as rotten as yours. It is a mean 
town, a hard, stingy town, and hasn’t a virtue in the world but this 
honesty it is so celebrated for and so conceited about; and so help me, 
I do believe that if ever the day comes that its honesty falls under great 
temptation, its grand reputation will go to ruin like a house of cards. 
There, now, I’ve made confession, and I feel better; I am a humbug, 
and I’ve been one all my life, without knowing it. Let no man call me 
honest again — I will not have it.”
	 “I-Well, Mary, I feel a good deal as you do: I certainly do. It 
seems strange, too, so strange. I never could have believed it-never.”
	 A long silence followed; both were sunk in thought. At last the 
wife looked up and said:
	 “I know what you are thinking, Edward.”
     Richards had the embarrassed look of a person who is caught.
	 “I am ashamed to confess it, Mary, but —”
	 “It’s no matter, Edward, I was thinking the same question 
myself.”
	 “I hope so. State it.”
	 “You were thinking, if a body could only guess out WHAT 
THE REMARK WAS that Goodson made to the stranger.”
	 “It’s perfectly true. I feel guilty and ashamed. And you?”
	 “I’m past it. Let us make a pallet here; we’ve got to stand watch 
till the bank vault opens in the morning and admits the sack. . . Oh 
dear, oh dear — if we hadn’t made the mistake!”
	 The pallet was made, and Mary said:
	 “The open sesame — what could it have been? I do wonder 
what that remark could have been. But come; we will get to bed now.”
	 “And sleep?”
	 “No; think.”
	 “Yes; think.”
	 By this time the Coxes too had completed their spat and their 
reconciliation, and were turning in — to think, to think, and toss, and 
fret, and worry over what the remark could possibly have been which 
Goodson made to the stranded derelict; that golden remark; that 
remark worth forty thousand dollars, cash.
	 The reason that the village telegraph-office was open later than 
usual that night was this: The foreman of Cox’s paper was the local 
representative of the Associated Press. One might say its honorary 
representative, for it wasn’t four times a year that he could furnish 
thirty words that would be accepted. But this time it was different. His 
despatch stating what he had caught got an instant answer:
	 “Send the whole thing — all the details — twelve hundred 
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words.”
	 A colossal order! The foreman filled the bill; and he was the 
proudest man in the State. By breakfast-time the next morning the 
name of Hadleyburg the Incorruptible was on every lip in America, 
from Montreal to the Gulf, from the glaciers of Alaska to the orange-
groves of Florida; and millions and millions of people were discussing 
the stranger and his money-sack, and wondering if the right man 
would be found, and hoping some more news about the matter would 
come soon — right away.

II

	 Hadleyburg village woke up world-celebrated — 
astonished — happy-vain. Vain beyond imagination. 
Its nineteen principal citizens and their wives went 

about shaking hands with each other, and beaming, and smiling, and 
congratulating, and saying THIS thing adds a new word to the dictionary 
— HADLEYBURG, synonym for INCORRUPTIBLE-destined to live 
in dictionaries for ever! And the minor and unimportant citizens and 
their wives went around acting in much the same way. Everybody ran 
to the bank to see the gold-sack; and before noon grieved and envious 
crowds began to flock in from Brixton and all neighboring towns; and 
that afternoon and next day reporters began to arrive from everywhere 
to verify the sack and its history and write the whole thing up anew, and 
make dashing freehand pictures of the sack, and of Richards’s house, 
and the bank, and the Presbyterian church, and the Baptist church, and 
the public square, and the town-hall where the test would be applied 
and the money delivered; and damnable portraits of the Richardses, 
and Pinkerton the banker, and Cox, and the foreman, and Reverend 
Burgess, and the postmaster — and even of Jack Halliday, who was the 
loafing, good-natured, no-account, irreverent fisherman, hunter, boys’ 
friend, stray-dogs’ friend, typical “Sam Lawson” of the town. The 
little mean, smirking, oily Pinkerton showed the sack to all comers, 
and rubbed his sleek palms together pleasantly, and enlarged upon 
the town’s fine old reputation for honesty and upon this wonderful 
endorsement of it, and hoped and believed that the example would 
now spread far and wide over the American world, and be epoch-
making in the matter of moral regeneration. And so on, and so on.
	 By the end of a week things had quieted down again; the wild 
intoxication of pride and joy had sobered to a soft, sweet, silent delight 
— a sort of deep, nameless, unutterable content. All faces bore a look 
of peaceful, holy happiness.
	  Then a change came. It was a gradual change; so gradual that its 
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beginnings were hardly noticed; maybe were not noticed at all, except 
by Jack Halliday, who always noticed everything; and always made 
fun of it, too, no matter what it was. He began to throw out chaffing 
remarks about people not looking quite so happy as they did a day or 
two ago; and next he claimed that the new aspect was deepening to 
positive sadness; next, that it was taking on a sick look; and finally he 
said that everybody was become so moody, thoughtful, and absent-
minded that he could rob the meanest man in town of a cent out of the 
bottom of his breeches pocket and not disturb his reverie.
	 At this stage — or at about this stage — a saying like this was 
dropped at bedtime — with a sigh, usually — by the head of each of the 
nineteen principal households:
	 “Ah, what COULD have been the remark that Goodson made?”
	 And straightway — with a shudder — came this, from the 
man’s wife:
	 “Oh, DON’T! What horrible thing are you mulling in your 
mind? Put it away from you, for God’s sake!”
	 But that question was wrung from those men again the next 
night — and got the same retort. But weaker.
	 And the third night the men uttered the question yet again — 
with anguish, and absently. This time — and the following night — the 
wives fidgeted feebly, and tried to say something. But didn’t.
	 And the night after that they found their tongues and 
responded-longingly:
	 “Oh, if we COULD only guess!”
	 Halliday’s comments grew daily more and more sparklingly 
disagreeable and disparaging. He went diligently about, laughing at 
the town, individually and in mass. But his laugh was the only one 
left in the village: it fell upon a hollow and mournful vacancy and 
emptiness. Not even a smile was findable anywhere. Halliday carried a 
cigar-box around on a tripod, playing that it was a camera, and halted 
all passers and aimed the thing and said “Ready! — now look pleasant, 
please,” but not even this capital joke could surprise the dreary faces 
into any softening.
	 So three weeks passed — one week was left. It was Saturday 
evening after supper. Instead of the aforetime Saturday-evening 
flutter and bustle and shopping and larking, the streets were empty 
and desolate. Richards and his old wife sat apart in their little parlour 
— miserable and thinking. This was become their evening habit now: 
the life-long habit which had preceded it, of reading, knitting, and 
contented chat, or receiving or paying neighborly calls, was dead and 
gone and forgotten, ages ago — two or three weeks ago; nobody talked 
now, nobody read, nobody visited — the whole village sat at home, 
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sighing, worrying, silent. Trying to guess out that remark.
	 The postman left a letter. Richards glanced listlessly at the 
superscription and the post-mark — unfamiliar, both — and tossed the 
letter on the table and resumed his might-have-beens and his hopeless 
dull miseries where he had left them off. Two or three hours later his 
wife got wearily up and was going away to bed without a good-night 
— custom now — but she stopped near the letter and eyed it awhile 
with a dead interest, then broke it open, and began to skim it over. 
Richards, sitting there with his chair tilted back against the wall and 
his chin between his knees, heard something fall. It was his wife. He 
sprang to her side, but she cried out:
	 “Leave me alone, I am too happy. Read the letter — read it!”
	 He did. He devoured it, his brain reeling. The letter was from a 
distant State, and it said:
	 “I am a stranger to you, but no matter: I have something to tell. 
I have just arrived home from Mexico, and learned about that episode. 
Of course you do not know who made that remark, but I know, and I 
am the only person living who does know. It was GOODSON. I knew 
him well, many years ago. I passed through your village that very 
night, and was his guest till the midnight train came along. I overheard 
him make that remark to the stranger in the dark — it was in Hale 
Alley. He and I talked of it the rest of the way home, and while smoking 
in his house. He mentioned many of your villagers in the course of 
his talk — most of them in a very uncomplimentary way, but two 
or three favorably: among these latter yourself. I say ‘favorably’ — 
nothing stronger. I remember his saying he did not actually LIKE any 
person in the town — not one; but that you — I THINK he said you 
— am almost sure — had done him a very great service once, possibly 
without knowing the full value of it, and he wished he had a fortune, 
he would leave it to you when he died, and a curse apiece for the rest 
of the citizens. Now, then, if it was you that did him that service, you 
are his legitimate heir, and entitled to the sack of gold. I know that I can 
trust to your honour and honesty, for in a citizen of Hadleyburg these 
virtues are an unfailing inheritance, and so I am going to reveal to you 
the remark, well satisfied that if you are not the right man you will seek 
and find the right one and see that poor Goodson’s debt of gratitude for 
the service referred to is paid. This is the remark ‘YOU ARE FAR FROM 
BEING A BAD MAN: GO, AND REFORM.’
	 “HOWARD L. STEPHENSON.”
	 “Oh, Edward, the money is ours, and I am so grateful, OH, so 
grateful, — kiss me, dear, it’s for ever since we kissed — and we needed 
it so — the money — and now you are free of Pinkerton and his bank, 
and nobody’s slave any more; it seems to me I could fly for joy.”
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	 It was a happy half-hour that the couple spent there on the 
settee caressing each other; it was the old days come again — days 
that had begun with their courtship and lasted without a break till the 
stranger brought the deadly money. By-and-by the wife said:
	 “Oh, Edward, how lucky it was you did him that grand service, 
poor Goodson! I never liked him, but I love him now. And it was fine 
and beautiful of you never to mention it or brag about it.” Then, with 
a touch of reproach, “But you ought to have told ME, Edward, you 
ought to have told your wife, you know.”
	 “Well, I — er — well, Mary, you see —”
	 “Now stop hemming and hawing, and tell me about it, Edward. 
I always loved you, and now I’m proud of you. Everybody believes 
there was only one good generous soul in this village, and now it turns 
out that you-Edward, why don’t you tell me?”
	 “Well — er — er — Why, Mary, I can’t!”
	 “You CAN’T? WHY can’t you?”
	 “You see, he — well, he — he made me promise I wouldn’t.”
	 The wife looked him over, and said, very slowly:
	 “Made — you — promise? Edward, what do you tell me that 
for?”
	 “Mary, do you think I would lie?”
	 She was troubled and silent for a moment, then she laid her 
hand within his and said:
	 “No . . . no. We have wandered far enough from our bearings 
— God spare us that! In all your life you have never uttered a lie. 
But now — now that the foundations of things seem to be crumbling 
from under us, we — we —” She lost her voice for a moment, then 
said, brokenly, “Lead us not into temptation. . . I think you made the 
promise, Edward. Let it rest so. Let us keep away from that ground. 
Now — that is all gone by; let us he happy again; it is no time for 
clouds.”
	 Edward found it something of an effort to comply, for his 
mind kept wandering — trying to remember what the service was that 
he had done Goodson.
	 The couple lay awake the most of the night, Mary happy and 
busy, Edward busy, but not so happy. Mary was planning what she 
would do with the money. Edward was trying to recall that service. At 
first his conscience was sore on account of the lie he had told Mary — if 
it was a lie. After much reflection — suppose it WAS a lie? What then? 
Was it such a great matter? Aren’t we always ACTING lies? Then why 
not tell them? Look at Mary — look what she had done. While he was 
hurrying off on his honest errand, what was she doing? Lamenting 
because the papers hadn’t been destroyed and the money kept. Is theft 
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better than lying?
	 THAT point lost its sting — the lie dropped into the background 
and left comfort behind it. The next point came to the front: HAD he 
rendered that service? Well, here was Goodson’s own evidence as 
reported in Stephenson’s letter; there could be no better evidence than 
that — it was even PROOF that he had rendered it. Of course. So that 
point was settled. . . No, not quite. He recalled with a wince that this 
unknown Mr. Stephenson was just a trifle unsure as to whether the 
performer of it was Richards or some other — and, oh dear, he had put 
Richards on his honour! He must himself decide whither that money 
must go — and Mr. Stephenson was not doubting that if he was the 
wrong man he would go honourably and find the right one. Oh, it was 
odious to put a man in such a situation — ah, why couldn’t Stephenson 
have left out that doubt? What did he want to intrude that for?
	 Further reflection. How did it happen that RICHARDS’S name 
remained in Stephenson’s mind as indicating the right man, and not 
some other man’s name? That looked good. Yes, that looked very good. 
In fact it went on looking better and better, straight along — until by-
and-by it grew into positive PROOF. And then Richards put the matter 
at once out of his mind, for he had a private instinct that a proof once 
established is better left so.
	 He was feeling reasonably comfortable now, but there was still 
one other detail that kept pushing itself on his notice: of course he 
had done that service — that was settled; but what WAS that service? 
He must recall it — he would not go to sleep till he had recalled it; it 
would make his peace of mind perfect. And so he thought and thought. 
He thought of a dozen things — possible services, even probable 
services — but none of them seemed adequate, none of them seemed 
large enough, none of them seemed worth the money — worth the 
fortune Goodson had wished he could leave in his will. And besides, 
he couldn’t remember having done them, anyway. Now, then — now, 
then — what KIND of a service would it be that would make a man 
so inordinately grateful? Ah — the saving of his soul! That must be 
it. Yes, he could remember, now, how he once set himself the task of 
converting Goodson, and laboured at it as much as — he was going to 
say three months; but upon closer examination it shrunk to a month, 
then to a week, then to a day, then to nothing. Yes, he remembered 
now, and with unwelcome vividness, that Goodson had told him to 
go to thunder and mind his own business — HE wasn’t hankering to 
follow Hadleyburg to heaven!
	 So that solution was a failure — he hadn’t saved Goodson’s 
soul. Richards was discouraged. Then after a little came another idea: 
had he saved Goodson’s property? No, that wouldn’t do — he hadn’t 
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any. His life? That is it! Of course. Why, he might have thought of it 
before. This time he was on the right track, sure. His imagination-mill 
was hard at work in a minute, now.
	 Thereafter, during a stretch of two exhausting hours, he 
was busy saving Goodson’s life. He saved it in all kinds of difficult 
and perilous ways. In every case he got it saved satisfactorily up to 
a certain point; then, just as he was beginning to get well persuaded 
that it had really happened, a troublesome detail would turn up which 
made the whole thing impossible. As in the matter of drowning, for 
instance. In that case he had swum out and tugged Goodson ashore in 
an unconscious state with a great crowd looking on and applauding, 
but when he had got it all thought out and was just beginning to 
remember all about it, a whole swarm of disqualifying details arrived 
on the ground: the town would have known of the circumstance, 
Mary would have known of it, it would glare like a limelight in his 
own memory instead of being an inconspicuous service which he had 
possibly rendered “without knowing its full value.” And at this point 
he remembered that he couldn’t swim anyway.
	 Ah — THERE was a point which he had been overlooking 
from the start: it had to be a service which he had rendered “possibly 
without knowing the full value of it.” Why, really, that ought to be an 
easy hunt — much easier than those others. And sure enough, by-and-
by he found it. Goodson, years and years ago, came near marrying a 
very sweet and pretty girl, named Nancy Hewitt, but in some way or 
other the match had been broken off; the girl died, Goodson remained 
a bachelor, and by-and-by became a soured one and a frank despiser 
of the human species. Soon after the girl’s death the village found out, 
or thought it had found out, that she carried a spoonful of Negro blood 
in her veins. Richards worked at these details a good while, and in the 
end he thought he remembered things concerning them which must 
have gotten mislaid in his memory through long neglect. He seemed to 
dimly remember that it was HE that found out about the Negro blood; 
that it was he that told the village; that the village told Goodson where 
they got it; that he thus saved Goodson from marrying the tainted 
girl; that he had done him this great service “without knowing the 
full value of it,” in fact without knowing that he WAS doing it; but 
that Goodson knew the value of it, and what a narrow escape he had 
had, and so went to his grave grateful to his benefactor and wishing 
he had a fortune to leave him. It was all clear and simple, now, and 
the more he went over it the more luminous and certain it grew; and 
at last, when he nestled to sleep, satisfied and happy, he remembered 
the whole thing just as if it had been yesterday. In fact, he dimly 
remembered Goodson’s TELLING him his gratitude once. Meantime 
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Mary had spent six thousand dollars on a new house for herself and a 
pair of slippers for her pastor, and then had fallen peacefully to rest.
	 That same Saturday evening the postman had delivered a 
letter to each of the other principal citizens — nineteen letters in all. 
No two of the envelopes were alike, and no two of the superscriptions 
were in the same hand, but the letters inside were just like each other 
in every detail but one. They were exact copies of the letter received by 
Richards — handwriting and all — and were all signed by Stephenson, 
but in place of Richards’s name each receiver’s own name appeared.
	 All night long eighteen principal citizens did what their 
castebrother Richards was doing at the same time — they put in their 
energies trying to remember what notable service it was that they had 
unconsciously done Barclay Goodson. In no case was it a holiday job; 
still they succeeded.
	 And while they were at this work, which was difficult, their 
wives put in the night spending the money, which was easy. During 
that one night the nineteen wives spent an average of seven thousand 
dollars each out of the forty thousand in the sack — a hundred and 
thirty-three thousand altogether.
     Next day there was a surprise for Jack Halliday. He noticed that the 
faces of the nineteen chief citizens and their wives bore that expression 
of peaceful and holy happiness again. He could not understand it, 
neither was he able to invent any remarks about it that could damage 
it or disturb it. And so it was his turn to be dissatisfied with life. His 
private guesses at the reasons for the happiness failed in all instances, 
upon examination. When he met Mrs. Wilcox and noticed the placid 
ecstasy in her face, he said to himself, “Her cat has had kittens” — 
and went and asked the cook; it was not so, the cook had detected 
the happiness, but did not know the cause. When Halliday found the 
duplicate ecstasy in the face of “Shadbelly” Billson (village nickname), 
he was sure some neighbour of Billson’s had broken his leg, but 
inquiry showed that this had not happened. The subdued ecstasy in 
Gregory Yates’s face could mean but one thing — he was a mother-
in-law short; it was another mistake. “And Pinkerton — Pinkerton 
— he has collected ten cents that he thought he was going to lose.” 
And so on, and so on. In some cases the guesses had to remain in 
doubt, in the others they proved distinct errors. In the end Halliday 
said to himself, “Anyway it roots up that there’s nineteen Hadleyburg 
families temporarily in heaven: I don’t know how it happened; I only 
know Providence is off duty to-day.”
	 An architect and builder from the next State had lately 
ventured to set up a small business in this unpromising village, and 
his sign had now been hanging out a week. Not a customer yet; he was 
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a discouraged man, and sorry he had come. But his weather changed 
suddenly now. First one and then another chief citizen’s wife said to 
him privately:
	 “Come to my house Monday week — but say nothing about it 
for the present. We think of building.”
	 He got eleven invitations that day. That night he wrote his 
daughter and broke off her match with her student. He said she could 
marry a mile higher than that.
	 Pinkerton the banker and two or three other well-to-do men 
planned country-seats — but waited. That kind don’t count their 
chickens until they are hatched.
	 The Wilsons devised a grand new thing — a fancy-dress ball. 
They made no actual promises, but told all their acquaintanceship in 
confidence that they were thinking the matter over and thought they 
should give it —”and if we do, you will be invited, of course.” People 
were surprised, and said, one to another, “Why, they are crazy, those 
poor Wilsons, they can’t afford it.” Several among the nineteen said 
privately to their husbands, “It is a good idea, we will keep still till their 
cheap thing is over, then WE will give one that will make it sick.”
	 The days drifted along, and the bill of future squanderings 
rose higher and higher, wilder and wilder, more and more foolish and 
reckless. It began to look as if every member of the nineteen would not 
only spend his whole forty thousand dollars before receiving day, but 
be actually in debt by the time he got the money. In some cases light-
headed people did not stop with planning to spend, they really spent — 
on credit. They bought land, mortgages, farms, speculative stocks, fine 
clothes, horses, and various other things, paid down the bonus, and 
made themselves liable for the rest — at ten days. Presently the sober 
second thought came, and Halliday noticed that a ghastly anxiety was 
beginning to show up in a good many faces. Again he was puzzled, and 
didn’t know what to make of it. “The Wilcox kittens aren’t dead, for they 
weren’t born; nobody’s broken a leg; there’s no shrinkage in mother-in-
laws; NOTHING has happened — it is an insolvable mystery.”
	 There was another puzzled man, too — the Rev. Mr. Burgess. 
For days, wherever he went, people seemed to follow him or to be 
watching out for him; and if he ever found himself in a retired spot, a 
member of the nineteen would be sure to appear, thrust an envelope 
privately into his hand, whisper “To be opened at the town-hall Friday 
evening,” then vanish away like a guilty thing. He was expecting that 
there might be one claimant for the sack — doubtful, however, Goodson 
being dead — but it never occurred to him that all this crowd might be 
claimants. When the great Friday came at last, he found that he had 
nineteen envelopes.
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	 III

	 The town-hall had never looked finer. The platform at 
the end of it was backed by a showy draping of flags; 
at intervals along the walls were festoons of flags; the 

gallery fronts were clothed in flags; the supporting columns were 
swathed in flags; all this was to impress the stranger, for he would 
be there in considerable force, and in a large degree he would be 
connected with the press. The house was full. The 412 fixed seats were 
occupied; also the 68 extra chairs which had been packed into the 
aisles; the steps of the platform were occupied; some distinguished 
strangers were given seats on the platform; at the horseshoe of tables 
which fenced the front and sides of the platform sat a strong force of 
special correspondents who had come from everywhere. It was the 
best-dressed house the town had ever produced. There were some 
tolerably expensive toilets there, and in several cases the ladies who 
wore them had the look of being unfamiliar with that kind of clothes. 
At least the town thought they had that look, but the notion could 
have arisen from the town’s knowledge of the fact that these ladies 
had never inhabited such clothes before.
	 The gold-sack stood on a little table at the front of the platform 
where all the house could see it. The bulk of the house gazed at it with 
a burning interest, a mouth-watering interest, a wistful and pathetic 
interest; a minority of nineteen couples gazed at it tenderly, lovingly, 
proprietarily, and the male half of this minority kept saying over to 
themselves the moving little impromptu speeches of thankfulness 
for the audience’s applause and congratulations which they were 
presently going to get up and deliver. Every now and then one of these 
got a piece of paper out of his vest pocket and privately glanced at it to 
refresh his memory.
	 Of course there was a buzz of conversation going on — there 
always is; but at last, when the Rev. Mr. Burgess rose and laid his hand 
on the sack, he could hear his microbes gnaw, the place was so still. He 
related the curious history of the sack, then went on to speak in warm 
terms of Hadleyburg’s old and well-earned reputation for spotless 
honesty, and of the town’s just pride in this reputation. He said that this 
reputation was a treasure of priceless value; that under Providence its 
value had now become inestimably enhanced, for the recent episode 
had spread this fame far and wide, and thus had focussed the eyes of 
the American world upon this village, and made its name for all time, 
as he hoped and believed, a synonym for commercial incorruptibility. 
[Applause.] “And who is to be the guardian of this noble fame — 
the community as a whole? No! The responsibility is individual, not 
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communal. From this day forth each and every one of you is in his own 
person its special guardian, and individually responsible that no harm 
shall come to it. Do you-does each of you — accept this great trust? 
[Tumultuous assent.] Then all is well. Transmit it to your children and 
to your children’s children. To-day your purity is beyond reproach 
— see to it that it shall remain so. To-day there is not a person in your 
community who could be beguiled to touch a penny not his own — see 
to it that you abide in this grace. [“We will! We will!”] This is not the 
place to make comparisons between ourselves and other communities 
— some of them ungracious towards us; they have their ways, we have 
ours; let us be content. [Applause.] I am done. Under my hand, my 
friends, rests a stranger’s eloquent recognition of what we are; through 
him the world will always henceforth know what we are. We do not 
know who he is, but in your name I utter your gratitude, and ask you 
to raise your voices in indorsement.”
	 The house rose in a body and made the walls quake with the 
thunders of its thankfulness for the space of a long minute. Then it sat 
down, and Mr. Burgess took an envelope out of his pocket. The house 
held its breath while he slit the envelope open and took from it a slip of 
paper. He read its contents — slowly and impressively — the audience 
listening with tranced attention to this magic document, each of whose 
words stood for an ingot of gold:
	 “’The remark which I made to the distressed stranger was this: 
“You are very far from being a bad man; go, and reform.”’” Then he 
continued:”We shall know in a moment now whether the remark here 
quoted corresponds with the one concealed in the sack; and if that 
shall prove to be so — and it undoubtedly will — this sack of gold 
belongs to a fellow-citizen who will henceforth stand before the nation 
as the symbol of the special virtue which has made our town famous 
throughout the land — Mr. Billson!”
	 The house had gotten itself all ready to burst into the proper 
tornado of applause; but instead of doing it, it seemed stricken with a 
paralysis; there was a deep hush for a moment or two, then a wave of 
whispered murmurs swept the place — of about this tenor: “BILLSON! 
oh, come, this is TOO thin! Twenty dollars to a stranger-or ANYBODY 
— BILLSON! Tell it to the marines!” And now at this point the house 
caught its breath all of a sudden in a new access of astonishment, for 
it discovered that whereas in one part of the hall Deacon Billson was 
standing up with his head weekly bowed, in another part of it Lawyer 
Wilson was doing the same. There was a wondering silence now for a 
while. Everybody was puzzled, and nineteen couples were surprised 
and indignant.
	 Billson and Wilson turned and stared at each other. Billson 
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asked, bitingly:
	 “Why do YOU rise, Mr. Wilson?”
	 “Because I have a right to. Perhaps you will be good enough to 
explain to the house why YOU rise.”
	 “With great pleasure. Because I wrote that paper.”
	 “It is an impudent falsity! I wrote it myself.”
	 It was Burgess’s turn to be paralysed. He stood looking 
vacantly at first one of the men and then the other, and did not seem to 
know what to do. The house was stupefied. Lawyer Wilson spoke up 
now, and said:
	 “I ask the Chair to read the name signed to that paper.”
	 That brought the Chair to itself, and it read out the name:
	 “John Wharton BILLSON.”
	 “There!” shouted Billson, “what have you got to say for 
yourself now? And what kind of apology are you going to make to me 
and to this insulted house for the imposture which you have attempted 
to play here?”
	 “No apologies are due, sir; and as for the rest of it, I publicly 
charge you with pilfering my note from Mr. Burgess and substituting 
a copy of it signed with your own name. There is no other way by 
which you could have gotten hold of the test-remark; I alone, of living 
men, possessed the secret of its wording.”
	 There was likely to be a scandalous state of things if this went 
on; everybody noticed with distress that the shorthand scribes were 
scribbling like mad; many people were crying “Chair, chair! Order! 
order!” Burgess rapped with his gavel, and said:
	 “Let us not forget the proprieties due. There has evidently 
been a mistake somewhere, but surely that is all. If Mr. Wilson gave 
me an envelope — and I remember now that he did — I still have it.”
	 He took one out of his pocket, opened it, glanced at it, looked 
surprised and worried, and stood silent a few moments. Then he 
waved his hand in a wandering and mechanical way, and made an 
effort or two to say something, then gave it up, despondently. Several 
voices cried out:
	 “Read it! read it! What is it?”
	 So he began, in a dazed and sleep-walker fashion:
	 “’The remark which I made to the unhappy stranger was 
this: “You are far from being a bad man. [The house gazed at him 
marvelling.] Go, and reform.”’ [Murmurs: “Amazing! what can this 
mean?”] This one,” said the Chair, “is signed Thurlow G. Wilson.”
	 “There!” cried Wilson, “I reckon that settles it! I knew perfectly 
well my note was purloined.”
	 “Purloined!” retorted Billson. “I’ll let you know that neither 
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you nor any man of your kidney must venture to —”
	 The Chair: “Order, gentlemen, order! Take your seats, both of 
you, please.”
	 They obeyed, shaking their heads and grumbling angrily. The 
house was profoundly puzzled; it did not know what to do with this 
curious emergency. Presently Thompson got up. Thompson was the 
hatter. He would have liked to be a Nineteener; but such was not for 
him; his stock of hats was not considerable enough for the position. He 
said:
	 “Mr. Chairman, if I may be permitted to make a suggestion, 
can both of these gentlemen be right? I put it to you, sir, can both have 
happened to say the very same words to the stranger? It seems to me 
—”
	 The tanner got up and interrupted him. The tanner was a 
disgruntled man; he believed himself entitled to be a Nineteener, but 
he couldn’t get recognition. It made him a little unpleasant in his ways 
and speech. Said he:
	 “Sho, THAT’S not the point! THAT could happen — twice in a 
hundred years — but not the other thing. NEITHER of them gave the 
twenty dollars!” [A ripple of applause.]
	 Billson. “I did!”
	 Wilson. “I did!”
	 Then each accused the other of pilfering.
	 The Chair. “Order! Sit down, if you please — both of you. 
Neither of the notes has been out of my possession at any moment.”
	 A Voice. “Good — that settles THAT!”
	 The Tanner. “Mr. Chairman, one thing is now plain: one of 
these men has been eavesdropping under the other one’s bed, and 
filching family secrets. If it is not unparliamentary to suggest it, I 
will remark that both are equal to it. [The Chair. “Order! Order!”] I 
withdraw the remark, sir, and will confine myself to suggesting that IF 
one of them has overheard the other reveal the test-remark to his wife, 
we shall catch him now.”
	 A Voice. “How?”
	 The Tanner. “Easily. The two have not quoted the remark in 
exactly the same words. You would have noticed that, if there hadn’t 
been a considerable stretch of time and an exciting quarrel inserted 
between the two readings.”
	 A Voice. “Name the difference.”
	 The Tanner. “The word VERY is in Billson’s note, and not in 
the other.”
	 Many Voices. “That’s so — he’s right!”
	 The Tanner. “And so, if the Chair will examine the test-remark 
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in the sack, we shall know which of these two frauds — [The Chair. 
“Order!”] — which of these two adventurers — [The Chair. “Order! 
order!”] — which of these two gentlemen — [laughter and applause] 
— is entitled to wear the belt as being the first dishonest blatherskite 
ever bred in this town — which he has dishonored, and which will be 
a sultry place for him from now out!” [Vigorous applause.]
	 Many Voices. “Open it! — open the sack!”
	 Mr. Burgess made a slit in the sack, slid his hand in, and 
brought out an envelope. In it were a couple of folded notes. He said:
	 “One of these is marked, ‘Not to be examined until all written 
communications which have been addressed to the Chair — if any — 
shall have been read.’ The other is marked ‘THE TEST.’ Allow me. It is 
worded — to wit:
	 “’I do not require that the first half of the remark which was 
made to me by my benefactor shall be quoted with exactness, for it was 
not striking, and could be forgotten; but its closing fifteen words are 
quite striking, and I think easily rememberable; unless THESE shall be 
accurately reproduced, let the applicant be regarded as an impostor. 
My benefactor began by saying he seldom gave advice to anyone, but 
that it always bore the hallmark of high value when he did give it. 
Then he said this — and it has never faded from my memory: ‘YOU 
ARE FAR FROM BEING A BAD MAN’’”
	 Fifty Voices. “That settles it — the money’s Wilson’s! Wilson! 
Wilson! Speech! Speech!”
	 People jumped up and crowded around Wilson, wringing 
his hand and congratulating fervently — meantime the Chair was 
hammering with the gavel and shouting:
	 “Order, gentlemen! Order! Order! Let me finish reading, 
please.” When quiet was restored, the reading was resumed — as 
follows:
	 “’GO, AND REFORM — OR, MARK MY WORDS — SOME 
DAY, FOR YOUR SINS YOU WILL DIE AND GO TO HELL OR 
HADLEYBURG — TRY AND MAKE IT THE FORMER.’”
	 A ghastly silence followed. First an angry cloud began to settle 
darkly upon the faces of the citizenship; after a pause the cloud began 
to rise, and a tickled expression tried to take its place; tried so hard that 
it was only kept under with great and painful difficulty; the reporters, 
the Brixtonites, and other strangers bent their heads down and shielded 
their faces with their hands, and managed to hold in by main strength 
and heroic courtesy. At this most inopportune time burst upon the 
stillness the roar of a solitary voice — Jack Halliday’s:
	 “THAT’S got the hall-mark on it!”
	 Then the house let go, strangers and all. Even Mr. Burgess’s 
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gravity broke down presently, then the audience considered itself 
officially absolved from all restraint, and it made the most of its privilege. 
It was a good long laugh, and a tempestuously wholehearted one, but 
it ceased at last — long enough for Mr. Burgess to try to resume, and 
for the people to get their eyes partially wiped; then it broke out again, 
and afterward yet again; then at last Burgess was able to get out these 
serious words:
	 “It is useless to try to disguise the fact — we find ourselves in 
the presence of a matter of grave import. It involves the honour of your 
town — it strikes at the town’s good name. The difference of a single 
word between the test-remarks offered by Mr. Wilson and Mr. Billson 
was itself a serious thing, since it indicated that one or the other of these 
gentlemen had committed a theft —”
	 The two men were sitting limp, nerveless, crushed; but at these 
words both were electrified into movement, and started to get up.
	 “Sit down!” said the Chair, sharply, and they obeyed. “That, as 
I have said, was a serious thing. And it was — but for only one of them. 
But the matter has become graver; for the honour of BOTH is now in 
formidable peril. Shall I go even further, and say in inextricable peril? 
BOTH left out the crucial fifteen words.” He paused. During several 
moments he allowed the pervading stillness to gather and deepen 
its impressive effects, then added: “There would seem to be but one 
way whereby this could happen. I ask these gentlemen — Was there 
COLLUSION? — AGREEMENT?”
	 A low murmur sifted through the house; its import was, “He’s 
got them both.”
	 Billson was not used to emergencies; he sat in a helpless 
collapse. But Wilson was a lawyer. He struggled to his feet, pale and 
worried, and said:
	 “I ask the indulgence of the house while I explain this most 
painful matter. I am sorry to say what I am about to say, since it must 
inflict irreparable injury upon Mr. Billson, whom I have always esteemed 
and respected until now, and in whose invulnerability to temptation I 
entirely believed — as did you all. But for the preservation of my own 
honor I must speak — and with frankness. I confess with shame — and 
I now beseech your pardon for it — that I said to the ruined stranger 
all of the words contained in the testremark, including the disparaging 
fifteen. [Sensation.] When the late publication was made I recalled 
them, and I resolved to claim the sack of coin, for by every right I was 
entitled to it. Now I will ask you to consider this point, and weigh it 
well; that stranger’s gratitude to me that night knew no bounds; he 
said himself that he could find no words for it that were adequate, and 
that if he should ever be able he would repay me a thousandfold. Now, 
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then, I ask you this; could I expect — could I believe — could I even 
remotely imagine — that, feeling as he did, he would do so ungrateful 
a thing as to add those quite unnecessary fifteen words to his test? — 
set a trap for me? — expose me as a slanderer of my own town before 
my own people assembled in a public hall? It was preposterous; it was 
impossible. His test would contain only the kindly opening clause of 
my remark. Of that I had no shadow of doubt. You would have thought 
as I did. You would not have expected a base betrayal from one whom 
you had befriended and against whom you had committed no offence. 
And so with perfect confidence, perfect trust, I wrote on a piece of paper 
the opening words — ending with “Go, and reform,” — and signed it. 
When I was about to put it in an envelope I was called into my back 
office, and without thinking I left the paper lying open on my desk.” He 
stopped, turned his head slowly toward Billson, waited a moment, then 
added: “I ask you to note this; when I returned, a little latter, Mr. Billson 
was retiring by my street door.” [Sensation.]
	  In a moment Billson was on his feet and shouting:
	  “It’s a lie! It’s an infamous lie!”
	 The Chair. “Be seated, sir! Mr. Wilson has the floor.”
	 Billson’s friends pulled him into his seat and quieted him, and 
Wilson went on:
	 “Those are the simple facts. My note was now lying in a 
different place on the table from where I had left it. I noticed that, but 
attached no importance to it, thinking a draught had blown it there. 
That Mr. Billson would read a private paper was a thing which could 
not occur to me; he was an honourable man, and he would be above 
that. If you will allow me to say it, I think his extra word ‘VERY’ stands 
explained: it is attributable to a defect of memory. I was the only man 
in the world who could furnish here any detail of the test-mark — by 
HONOURABLE means. I have finished.”
	 There is nothing in the world like a persuasive speech to fuddle 
the mental apparatus and upset the convictions and debauch the 
emotions of an audience not practised in the tricks and delusions of 
oratory. Wilson sat down victorious. The house submerged him in tides 
of approving applause; friends swarmed to him and shook him by the 
hand and congratulated him, and Billson was shouted down and not 
allowed to say a word. The Chair hammered and hammered with its 
gavel, and kept shouting:
	 “But let us proceed, gentlemen, let us proceed!”
	 At last there was a measurable degree of quiet, and the hatter 
said:
	 “But what is there to proceed with, sir, but to deliver the 
money?”
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	 Voices. “That’s it! That’s it! Come forward, Wilson!”
	 The Hatter. “I move three cheers for Mr. Wilson, Symbol of the 
special virtue which —”
	 The cheers burst forth before he could finish; and in the midst 
of them — and in the midst of the clamor of the gavel also — some 
enthusiasts mounted Wilson on a big friend’s shoulder and were going 
to fetch him in triumph to the platform. The Chair’s voice now rose 
above the noise:
	 “Order! To your places! You forget that there is still a document 
to be read.” When quiet had been restored he took up the document, 
and was going to read it, but laid it down again saying “I forgot; this 
is not to be read until all written communications received by me have 
first been read.” He took an envelope out of his pocket, removed its 
enclosure, glanced at it — seemed astonished — held it out and gazed 
at it — stared at it.
	 Twenty or thirty voices cried out
	 “What is it? Read it! Read it!”
	 And he did — slowly, and wondering:
	 “’The remark which I made to the stranger — [Voices. “Hello! 
how’s this?”] — was this: ‘You are far from being a bad man. [Voices. 
“Great Scott!”] Go, and reform.’” [Voice. “Oh, saw my leg off!”] Signed 
by Mr. Pinkerton the banker.”
	 The pandemonium of delight which turned itself loose now 
was of a sort to make the judicious weep. Those whose withers were 
unwrung laughed till the tears ran down; the reporters, in throes of 
laughter, set down disordered pot-hooks which would never in the 
world be decipherable; and a sleeping dog jumped up scared out of 
its wits, and barked itself crazy at the turmoil. All manner of cries 
were scattered through the din: “We’re getting rich — TWO Symbols 
of Incorruptibility! — without counting Billson!” “THREE!-count 
Shadbelly in — we can’t have too many!” “All right — Billson’s 
elected!” “Alas, poor Wilson! Victim of TWO thieves!”
	 A Powerful Voice. “Silence! The Chair’s fished up something 
more out of its pocket.”
	 Voices. “Hurrah! Is it something fresh? Read it! read! read!”
	 The Chair [reading]. “’The remark which I made,’ etc. ‘You are 
far from being a bad man. Go,’ etc. Signed, ‘Gregory Yates.’”
	 Tornado of Voices. “Four Symbols!” “’Rah for Yates!” “Fish 
again!”
	 The house was in a roaring humour now, and ready to get all 
the fun out of the occasion that might be in it. Several Nineteeners, 
looking pale and distressed, got up and began to work their way 
towards the aisles, but a score of shouts went up:
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	 “The doors, the doors — close the doors; no Incorruptible shall 
leave this place! Sit down, everybody!” The mandate was obeyed.
	 “Fish again! Read! Read!”
	 The Chair fished again, and once more the familiar words 
began to fall from its lips —”’You are far from being a bad man — ‘”
	 “Name! Name! What’s his name?”
	 “’L. Ingoldsby Sargent.’”
	 “Five elected! Pile up the Symbols! Go on, go on!”
	 “’You are far from being a bad — ‘”
	 “Name! Name!”
	 “’Nicholas Whitworth.’”
	 “Hooray! Hooray! It’s a symbolical day!”
	 Somebody wailed in, and began to sing this rhyme (leaving 
out “it’s”) to the lovely “Mikado” tune of “When a man’s afraid of a 
beautiful maid;” the audience joined in, with joy; then, just in time, 
somebody contributed another line -
	 “And don’t you this forget —”
	 The house roared it out. A third line was at once furnished -
	 “Corruptibles far from Hadleyburg are —”
	 The house roared that one too. As the last note died, Jack 
Halliday’s voice rose high and clear, freighted with a final line -
	 “But the Symbols are here, you bet!”
	 That was sung, with booming enthusiasm. Then the happy 
house started in at the beginning and sang the four lines through 
twice, with immense swing and dash, and finished up with a crashing 
three times-three and a tiger for “Hadleyburg the Incorruptible and all 
Symbols of it which we shall find worthy to receive the hall-mark to-
night.”
	 Then the shoutings at the Chair began again, all over the place:
	 “Go on! Go on! Read! Read some more! Read all you’ve got!”
	 “That’s it — go on! We are winning eternal celebrity!”
	 A dozen men got up now and began to protest. They said that 
this farce was the work of some abandoned joker, and was an insult 
to the whole community. Without a doubt these signatures were all 
forgeries -
	 “Sit down! Sit down! Shut up! You are confessing. We’ll find 
your names in the lot.”
	 “Mr. Chairman, how many of those envelopes have you got?”
	 The Chair counted.
	 “Together with those that have been already examined, there 
are nineteen.”
	 A storm of derisive applause broke out.
	 “Perhaps they all contain the secret. I move that you open them 
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all and read every signature that is attached to a note of that sort-and 
read also the first eight words of the note.”
	 “Second the motion!”
	 It was put and carried — uproariously. Then poor old Richards 
got up, and his wife rose and stood at his side. Her head was bent down, 
so that none might see that she was crying. Her husband gave her his 
arm, and so supporting her, he began to speak in a quavering voice:
	 “My friends, you have known us two — Mary and me — all our 
lives, and I think you have liked us and respected us —”
	 The Chair interrupted him:
	 “Allow me. It is quite true — that which you are saying, Mr. 
Richards; this town DOES know you two; it DOES like you; it DOES 
respect you; more — it honours you and LOVES you —”
	 Halliday’s voice rang out:
	 “That’s the hall-marked truth, too! If the Chair is right, let 
the house speak up and say it. Rise! Now, then — hip! hip! hip! — all 
together!”
	 The house rose in mass, faced toward the old couple eagerly, 
filled the air with a snow-storm of waving handkerchiefs, and delivered 
the cheers with all its affectionate heart.
	 The Chair then continued:
	 “What I was going to say is this: We know your good heart, 
Mr. Richards, but this is not a time for the exercise of charity toward 
offenders. [Shouts of “Right! Right!”] I see your generous purpose in 
your face, but I cannot allow you to plead for these men —”
	 “But I was going to —”
	 “Please take your seat, Mr. Richards. We must examine the rest 
of these notes — simple fairness to the men who have already been 
exposed requires this. As soon as that has been done — I give you my 
word for this — you shall he heard.”
	 Many voices. “Right! — the Chair is right — no interruption can 
be permitted at this stage! Go on! — the names! the names! — according 
to the terms of the motion!”
	 The old couple sat reluctantly down, and the husband 
whispered to the wife, “It is pitifully hard to have to wait; the shame 
will be greater than ever when they find we were only going to plead 
for OURSELVES.”
	 Straightway the jollity broke loose again with the reading of the 
names.
	 “’You are far from being a bad man — ‘ Signature, ‘Robert J. 
Titmarsh.’”
	 ‘”You are far from being a bad man — ‘ Signature, ‘Eliphalet 
Weeks.’”
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	 “’You are far from being a bad man — ‘ Signature, ‘Oscar B. 
Wilder.’”
	 At this point the house lit upon the idea of taking the eight 
words out of the Chairman’s hands. He was not unthankful for that. 
Thenceforward he held up each note in its turn and waited. The house 
droned out the eight words in a massed and measured and musical deep 
volume of sound (with a daringly close resemblance to a well-known 
church chant) —”You are f-a-r from being a b-a-a-a-d man.” Then the 
Chair said, “Signature, ‘Archibald Wilcox.’” And so on, and so on, name 
after name, and everybody had an increasingly and gloriously good 
time except the wretched Nineteen. Now and then, when a particularly 
shining name was called, the house made the Chair wait while it chanted 
the whole of the test-remark from the beginning to the closing words, 
“And go to hell or Hadleyburg—try and make it the for-or-m-e-r!” and 
in these special cases they added a grand and agonized and imposing 
“A-a-a-a-MEN!”
	 The list dwindled, dwindled, dwindled, poor old Richards 
keeping tally of the count, wincing when a name resembling his own 
was pronounced, and waiting in miserable suspense for the time to 
come when it would be his humiliating privilege to rise with Mary and 
finish his plea, which he was intending to word thus: “. . . for until now 
we have never done any wrong thing, but have gone our humble way 
unreproached. We are very poor, we are old, and, have no chick nor 
child to help us; we were sorely tempted, and we fell. It was my purpose 
when I got up before to make confession and beg that my name might 
not be read out in this public place, for it seemed to us that we could not 
bear it; but I was prevented. It was just; it was our place to suffer with 
the rest. It has been hard for us. It is the first time we have ever heard 
our name fall from any one’s lips — sullied. Be merciful — for the sake 
or the better days; make our shame as light to bear as in your charity 
you can.” At this point in his reverie Mary nudged him, perceiving that 
his mind was absent. The house was chanting, “You are f-a-r,” etc.
	 “Be ready,” Mary whispered. “Your name comes now; he has 
read eighteen.”
	 The chant ended.
	 “Next! next! next!” came volleying from all over the house.
	 Burgess put his hand into his pocket. The old couple, trembling, 
began to rise. Burgess fumbled a moment, then said:
	 “I find I have read them all.”
	 Faint with joy and surprise, the couple sank into their seats, and 
Mary whispered:
	 “Oh, bless God, we are saved! — he has lost ours — I wouldn’t 
give this for a hundred of those sacks!”
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	 The house burst out with its “Mikado” travesty, and sang it 
three times with ever-increasing enthusiasm, rising to its feet when it 
reached for the third time the closing line -
	 “But the Symbols are here, you bet!”and finishing up with 
cheers and a tiger for “Hadleyburg purity and our eighteen immortal 
representatives of it.”
	 Then Wingate, the saddler, got up and proposed cheers “for 
the cleanest man in town, the one solitary important citizen in it who 
didn’t try to steal that money — Edward Richards.”
	 They were given with great and moving heartiness; then 
somebody proposed that “Richards be elected sole Guardian and 
Symbol of the now Sacred Hadleyburg Tradition, with power and 
right to stand up and look the whole sarcastic world in the face.”
	 Passed, by acclamation; then they sang the “Mikado” again, 
and ended it with -
	 “And there’s ONE Symbol left, you bet!”
	 There was a pause; then -
	 A Voice. “Now, then, who’s to get the sack?”
     The Tanner (with bitter sarcasm). “That’s easy. The money has to 
be divided among the eighteen Incorruptibles. They gave the suffering 
stranger twenty dollars apiece — and that remark — each in his turn 
— it took twenty-two minutes for the procession to move past. Staked 
the stranger — total contribution, $360. All they want is just the loan 
back — and interest — forty thousand dollars altogether.”
	 Many Voices [derisively.] “That’s it! Divvy! divvy! Be kind to 
the poor — don’t keep them waiting!”
	 The Chair. “Order! I now offer the stranger’s remaining 
document. It says: ‘If no claimant shall appear [grand chorus of 
groans], I desire that you open the sack and count out the money to 
the principal citizens of your town, they to take it in trust [Cries of 
“Oh! Oh! Oh!”], and use it in such ways as to them shall seem best 
for the propagation and preservation of your community’s noble 
reputation for incorruptible honesty [more cries] — a reputation to 
which their names and their efforts will add a new and far-reaching 
lustre.” [Enthusiastic outburst of sarcastic applause.] That seems to be 
all. No — here is a postscript:
	 “’P.S. — CITIZENS OF HADLEYBURG: There IS no test-
remark — nobody made one. [Great sensation.] There wasn’t any 
pauper stranger, nor any twenty-dollar contribution, nor any 
accompanying benediction and compliment — these are all inventions. 
[General buzz and hum of astonishment and delight.] Allow me to tell 
my story — it will take but a word or two. I passed through your town 
at a certain time, and received a deep offence which I had not earned. 
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Any other man would have been content to kill one or two of you and 
call it square, but to me that would have been a trivial revenge, and 
inadequate; for the dead do not SUFFER. Besides I could not kill you 
all — and, anyway, made as I am, even that would not have satisfied 
me. I wanted to damage every man in the place, and every woman — 
and not in their bodies or in their estate, but in their vanity — the place 
where feeble and foolish people are most vulnerable. So I disguised 
myself and came back and studied you. You were easy game. You had 
an old and lofty reputation for honesty, and naturally you were proud 
of it — it was your treasure of treasures, the very apple of your eye. As 
soon as I found out that you carefully and vigilantly kept yourselves 
and your children OUT OF TEMPTATION, I knew how to proceed. 
Why, you simple creatures, the weakest of all weak things is a virtue 
which has not been tested in the fire. I laid a plan, and gathered a list of 
names. My project was to corrupt Hadleyburg the Incorruptible. My 
idea was to make liars and thieves of nearly half a hundred smirchless 
men and women who had never in their lives uttered a lie or stolen 
a penny. I was afraid of Goodson. He was neither born nor reared 
in Hadleyburg. I was afraid that if I started to operate my scheme 
by getting my letter laid before you, you would say to yourselves, 
‘Goodson is the only man among us who would give away twenty 
dollars to a poor devil’-and then you might not bite at my bait. But 
heaven took Goodson; then I knew I was safe, and I set my trap and 
baited it. It may be that I shall not catch all the men to whom I mailed 
the pretended test-secret, but I shall catch the most of them, if I know 
Hadleyburg nature. [Voices. “Right — he got every last one of them.”] 
I believe they will even steal ostensible GAMBLE-money, rather than 
miss, poor, tempted, and mistrained fellows. I am hoping to eternally 
and everlastingly squelch your vanity and give Hadleyburg a new 
renown — one that will STICK — and spread far. If I have succeeded, 
open the sack and summon the Committee on Propagation and 
Preservation of the Hadleyburg Reputation.’”
	 A Cyclone of Voices. “Open it! Open it! The Eighteen to the 
front! Committee on Propagation of the Tradition! Forward — the 
Incorruptibles!”
	 The Chair ripped the sack wide, and gathered up a handful 
of bright, broad, yellow coins, shook them together, then examined 
them.
	 “Friends, they are only gilded disks of lead!”
	 There was a crashing outbreak of delight over this news, and 
when the noise had subsided, the tanner called out:
	 “By right of apparent seniority in this business, Mr. Wilson is 
Chairman of the Committee on Propagation of the Tradition. I suggest 
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that he step forward on behalf of his pals, and receive in trust the 
money.”
	 A Hundred Voices. “Wilson! Wilson! Wilson! Speech! Speech!”
	 Wilson [in a voice trembling with anger]. “You will allow me 
to say, and without apologies for my language, DAMN the money!”
	 A Voice. “Oh, and him a Baptist!”
	 A Voice. “Seventeen Symbols left! Step up, gentlemen, and 
assume your trust!”
	 There was a pause — no response.
	 The Saddler. “Mr. Chairman, we’ve got ONE clean man left, 
anyway, out of the late aristocracy; and he needs money, and deserves 
it. I move that you appoint Jack Halliday to get up there and auction 
off that sack of gilt twenty-dollar pieces, and give the result to the right 
man — the man whom Hadleyburg delights to honour — Edward 
Richards.”
	 This was received with great enthusiasm, the dog taking a 
hand again; the saddler started the bids at a dollar, the Brixton folk 
and Barnum’s representative fought hard for it, the people cheered 
every jump that the bids made, the excitement climbed moment by 
moment higher and higher, the bidders got on their mettle and grew 
steadily more and more daring, more and more determined, the jumps 
went from a dollar up to five, then to ten, then to twenty, then fifty, 
then to a hundred, then -
	 At the beginning of the auction Richards whispered in distress 
to his wife: “Oh, Mary, can we allow it? It — it — you see, it is an 
honour — reward, a testimonial to purity of character, and — and — 
can we allow it? Hadn’t I better get up and — Oh, Mary, what ought 
we to do? — what do you think we —” [Halliday’s voice. “Fifteen I’m 
bid!-fifteen for the sack! — twenty! — ah, thanks! — thirty — thanks 
again! Thirty, thirty, thirty! — do I hear forty? — forty it is! Keep 
the ball rolling, gentlemen, keep it rolling! — fifty! — thanks, noble 
Roman! — going at fifty, fifty, fifty! — seventy! — ninety!-splendid! 
— a hundred! — pile it up, pile it up! — hundred and twenty-forty! 
— just in time! — hundred and fifty! — Two hundred! — superb! Do I 
hear two h — thanks! — two hundred and fifty! —”]
	 “It is another temptation, Edward — I’m all in a tremble — 
but, oh, we’ve escaped one temptation, and that ought to warn us, to 
— [“Six did I hear? — thanks! — six fifty, six f — SEVEN hundred!”] 
And yet, Edward, when you think — nobody susp — [“Eight hundred 
dollars!-hurrah! — make it nine! — Mr. Parsons, did I hear you say 
— thanks!-nine! — this noble sack of virgin lead going at only nine 
hundred dollars, gilding and all-come! do I hear — a thousand! — 
gratefully yours! — did some one say eleven? — a sack which is 
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going to be the most celebrated in the whole Uni —”] “Oh, Edward” 
(beginning to sob), “we are so poor! — but — but — do as you think 
best — do as you think best.”
	 Edward fell — that is, he sat still; sat with a conscience which 
was not satisfied, but which was overpowered by circumstances.
	 Meantime a stranger, who looked like an amateur detective 
gotten up as an impossible English earl, had been watching the 
evening’s proceedings with manifest interest, and with a contented 
expression in his face; and he had been privately commenting to 
himself. He was now soliloquizing somewhat like this: ‘None of the 
Eighteen are bidding; that is not satisfactory; I must change that — the 
dramatic unities require it; they must buy the sack they tried to steal; 
they must pay a heavy price, too — some of them are rich. And another 
thing, when I make a mistake in Hadleyburg nature the man that puts 
that error upon me is entitled to a high honorarium, and some one 
must pay. This poor old Richards has brought my judgment to shame; 
he is an honest man: — I don’t understand it, but I acknowledge it. Yes, 
he saw my deuces — AND with a straight flush, and by rights the pot 
is his. And it shall be a jack-pot, too, if I can manage it. He disappointed 
me, but let that pass.”
	 He was watching the bidding. At a thousand, the market 
broke: the prices tumbled swiftly. He waited — and still watched. One 
competitor dropped out; then another, and another. He put in a bid or 
two now. When the bids had sunk to ten dollars, he added a five; some 
one raised him a three; he waited a moment, then flung in a fifty-dollar 
jump, and the sack was his — at $1,282. The house broke out in cheers 
— then stopped; for he was on his feet, and had lifted his hand. He 
began to speak.
	  “I desire to say a word, and ask a favour. I am a speculator in 
rarities, and I have dealings with persons interested in numismatics all 
over the world. I can make a profit on this purchase, just as it stands; 
but there is a way, if I can get your approval, whereby I can make every 
one of these leaden twenty-dollar pieces worth its face in gold, and 
perhaps more. Grant me that approval, and I will give part of my gains 
to your Mr. Richards, whose invulnerable probity you have so justly 
and so cordially recognized tonight; his share shall be ten thousand 
dollars, and I will hand him the money to-morrow. [Great applause 
from the house. But the “invulnerable probity” made the Richardses 
blush prettily; however, it went for modesty, and did no harm.] If you 
will pass my proposition by a good majority — I would like a two-
thirds vote — I will regard that as the town’s consent, and that is all I 
ask. Rarities are always helped by any device which will rouse curiosity 
and compel remark. Now if I may have your permission to stamp upon 
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the faces of each of these ostensible coins the names of the eighteen 
gentlemen who —”
	 Nine-tenths of the audience were on their feet in a moment — 
dog and all — and the proposition was carried with a whirlwind of 
approving applause and laughter.
	 They sat down, and all the Symbols except “Dr.” Clay 
Harkness got up, violently protesting against the proposed outrage, 
and threatening to -
	 “I beg you not to threaten me,” said the stranger calmly. “I 
know my legal rights, and am not accustomed to being frightened at 
bluster.” [Applause.] He sat down. “Dr.” Harkness saw an opportunity 
here. He was one of the two very rich men of the place, and Pinkerton 
was the other. Harkness was proprietor of a mint; that is to say, a 
popular patent medicine. He was running for the Legislature on one 
ticket, and Pinkerton on the other. It was a close race and a hot one, and 
getting hotter every day. Both had strong appetites for money; each 
had bought a great tract of land, with a purpose; there was going to be 
a new railway, and each wanted to be in the Legislature and help locate 
the route to his own advantage; a single vote might make the decision, 
and with it two or three fortunes. The stake was large, and Harkness 
was a daring speculator. He was sitting close to the stranger. He leaned 
over while one or another of the other Symbols was entertaining the 
house with protests and appeals, and asked, in a whisper,
	 “What is your price for the sack?”
	 “Forty thousand dollars.”
	 “I’ll give you twenty.”
	 “No.”
	 “Twenty-five.”
	 “No.”
	 “Say thirty.”
	 “The price is forty thousand dollars; not a penny less.”
	 “All right, I’ll give it. I will come to the hotel at ten in the 
morning. I don’t want it known; will see you privately.”
	 “Very good.” Then the stranger got up and said to the house:
	 “I find it late. The speeches of these gentlemen are not without 
merit, not without interest, not without grace; yet if I may he excused 
I will take my leave. I thank you for the great favour which you have 
shown me in granting my petition. I ask the Chair to keep the sack for 
me until to-morrow, and to hand these three five hundred-dollar notes 
to Mr. Richards.” They were passed up to the Chair.
	 “At nine I will call for the sack, and at eleven will deliver the 
rest of the ten thousand to Mr. Richards in person at his home. Good-
night.”
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	 Then he slipped out, and left the audience making a vast noise, 
which was composed of a mixture of cheers, the “Mikado” song, dog 
disapproval, and the chant, “You are f-a-r from being a b-a-a-d man-a-
a-a a-men!”
	 At home the Richardses had to endure congratulations and 
compliments until midnight. Then they were left to themselves. They 
looked a little sad, and they sat silent and thinking. Finally Mary sighed 
and said:
	 “Do you think we are to blame, Edward — MUCH to blame?” 
and her eyes wandered to the accusing triplet of big bank-notes lying 
on the table, where the congratulators had been gloating over them 
and reverently fingering them. Edward did not answer at once; then he 
brought out a sigh and said, hesitatingly:
	 “We — we couldn’t help it, Mary. It — well it was ordered. ALL 
things are.”
	 Mary glanced up and looked at him steadily, but he didn’t 
return the look. Presently she said:
	 “I thought congratulations and praises always tasted good. But 
— it seems to me, now-Edward?”
	 “Well?”
	 “Are you going to stay in the bank?”
	 “N — no.”
	 “Resign?”
	 “In the morning — by note.”
     “It does seem best.”
     Richards bowed his head in his hands and muttered:
     “Before I was not afraid to let oceans of people’s money pour through 
my hands, but-Mary, I am so tired, so tired —”
	 “We will go to bed.”
	 At nine in the morning the stranger called for the sack and took 
it to the hotel in a cab. At ten Harkness had a talk with him privately. 
The stranger asked for and got five cheques on a metropolitan bank — 
drawn to “Bearer,” — four for $1,500 each, and one for $34,000. He put 
one of the former in his pocket-book, and the remainder, representing 
$38,500, he put in an envelope, and with these he added a note which 
he wrote after Harkness was gone. At eleven he called at the Richards’ 
house and knocked. Mrs. Richards peeped through the shutters, then 
went and received the envelope, and the stranger disappeared without 
a word. She came back flushed and a little unsteady on her legs, and 
gasped out:
	 “I am sure I recognized him! Last night it seemed to me that 
maybe I had seen him somewhere before.”
	 “He is the man that brought the sack here?”
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	 “I am almost sure of it.”
	 “Then he is the ostensible Stephenson too, and sold every 
important citizen in this town with his bogus secret. Now if he has 
sent cheques instead of money, we are sold too, after we thought we 
had escaped. I was beginning to feel fairly comfortable once more, after 
my night’s rest, but the look of that envelope makes me sick. It isn’t fat 
enough; $8,500 in even the largest bank-	 “Edward, why do you 
object to cheques?”
	 “Cheques signed by Stephenson! I am resigned to take the 
$8,500 if it could come in bank-notes — for it does seem that it was so 
ordered, Mary — but I have never had much courage, and I have not 
the pluck to try to market a cheque signed with that disastrous name. It 
would be a trap. That man tried to catch me; we escaped somehow or 
other; and now he is trying a new way. If it is cheques —”
	 “Oh, Edward, it is TOO bad!” And she held up the cheques and 
began to cry.
	 “Put them in the fire! quick! we mustn’t be tempted. It is a trick 
to make the world laugh at US, along with the rest, and-Give them to 
ME, since you can’t do it!” He snatched them and tried to hold his grip 
till he could get to the stove; but he was human, he was a cashier, and 
he stopped a moment to make sure of the signature. Then he came near 
to fainting.
	 “Fan me, Mary, fan me! They are the same as gold!”
	 “Oh, how lovely, Edward! Why?”
	 “Signed by Harkness. What can the mystery of that be, Mary?”
	 “Edward, do you think —”
	 “Look here — look at this! Fifteen — fifteen — fifteen — thirty-
four. Thirty-eight thousand five hundred! Mary, the sack isn’t worth 
twelve dollars, and Harkness — apparently — has paid about par for 
it.”
	 “And does it all come to us, do you think — instead of the ten 
thousand?”
	 “Why, it looks like it. And the cheques are made to ‘Bearer,’ 
too.”
	 “Is that good, Edward? What is it for?”
	 “A hint to collect them at some distant bank, I reckon. Perhaps 
Harkness doesn’t want the matter known. What is that — a note?”
	 “Yes. It was with the cheques.”
	 It was in the “Stephenson” handwriting, but there was no 
signature. It said:
	 “I am a disappointed man. Your honesty is beyond the reach of 
temptation. I had a different idea about it, but I wronged you in that, 
and I beg pardon, and do it sincerely. I honour you — and that is sincere 
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too. This town is not worthy to kiss the hem of your garment. Dear sir, 
I made a square bet with myself that there were nineteen debauchable 
men in your self-righteous community. I have lost. Take the whole pot, 
you are entitled to it.”
	 Richards drew a deep sigh, and said:
	 “It seems written with fire — it burns so. Mary — I am miserable 
again.”
	 “I, too. Ah, dear, I wish —”
	  “To think, Mary — he BELIEVES in me.”
	 “Oh, don’t, Edward — I can’t bear it.”
	 “If those beautiful words were deserved, Mary — and God 
knows I believed I deserved them once — I think I could give the 
forty thousand dollars for them. And I would put that paper away, as 
representing more than gold and jewels, and keep it always. But now-
We could not live in the shadow of its accusing presence, Mary.”
	 He put it in the fire.
	 A messenger arrived and delivered an envelope. Richards took 
from it a note and read it; it was from Burgess:
	 “You saved me, in a difficult time. I saved you last night. It was 
at cost of a lie, but I made the sacrifice freely, and out of a grateful 
heart. None in this village knows so well as I know how brave and 
good and noble you are. At bottom you cannot respect me, knowing as 
you do of that matter of which I am accused, and by the general voice 
condemned; but I beg that you will at least believe that I am a grateful 
man; it will help me to bear my burden. [Signed] ‘BURGESS.’”
	 “Saved, once more. And on such terms!” He put the note in the 
lire. “I — I wish I were dead, Mary, I wish I were out of it all!”
	 “Oh, these are bitter, bitter days, Edward. The stabs, through 
their very generosity, are so deep — and they come so fast!”
	 Three days before the election each of two thousand voters 
suddenly found himself in possession of a prized memento — one 
of the renowned bogus double-eagles. Around one of its faces was 
stamped these words: “THE REMARK I MADE TO THE POOR 
STRANGER WAS —” Around the other face was stamped these: “GO, 
AND REFORM. [SIGNED] PINKERTON.” Thus the entire remaining 
refuse of the renowned joke was emptied upon a single head, and with 
calamitous effect. It revived the recent vast laugh and concentrated it 
upon Pinkerton; and Harkness’s election was a walk-over.
	 Within twenty-four hours after the Richardses had received 
their cheques their consciences were quieting down, discouraged; the 
old couple were learning to reconcile themselves to the sin which they 
had committed. But they were to learn, now, that a sin takes on new 
and real terrors when there seems a chance that it is going to be found 
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out. This gives it a fresh and most substantial and important aspect. At 
church the morning sermon was of the usual pattern; it was the same 
old things said in the same old way; they had heard them a thousand 
times and found them innocuous, next to meaningless, and easy to 
sleep under; but now it was different: the sermon seemed to bristle with 
accusations; it seemed aimed straight and specially at people who were 
concealing deadly sins. After church they got away from the mob of 
congratulators as soon as they could, and hurried homeward, chilled to 
the bone at they did not know what-vague, shadowy, indefinite fears. 
And by chance they caught a glimpse of Mr. Burgess as he turned a 
corner. He paid no attention to their nod of recognition! He hadn’t 
seen it; but they did not know that. What could his conduct mean? It 
might mean — it might-mean — oh, a dozen dreadful things. Was it 
possible that he knew that Richards could have cleared him of guilt in 
that bygone time, and had been silently waiting for a chance to even 
up accounts? At home, in their distress they got to imagining that their 
servant might have been in the next room listening when Richards 
revealed the secret to his wife that he knew of Burgess’s innocence; next 
Richards began to imagine that he had heard the swish of a gown in 
there at that time; next, he was sure he HAD heard it. They would call 
Sarah in, on a pretext, and watch her face; if she had been betraying 
them to Mr. Burgess, it would show in her manner. They asked her 
some questions — questions which were so random and incoherent and 
seemingly purposeless that the girl felt sure that the old people’s minds 
had been affected by their sudden good fortune; the sharp and watchful 
gaze which they bent upon her frightened her, and that completed the 
business. She blushed, she became nervous and confused, and to the 
old people these were plain signs of guilt — guilt of some fearful sort 
or other — without doubt she was a spy and a traitor. When they were 
alone again they began to piece many unrelated things together and get 
horrible results out of the combination. When things had got about to 
the worst Richards was delivered of a sudden gasp and his wife asked:
	 “Oh, what is it? — what is it?”
     “The note — Burgess’s note! Its language was sarcastic, I see it now.” 
He quoted: “’At bottom you cannot respect me, KNOWING, as you do, 
of THAT MATTER OF which I am accused’ — oh, it is perfectly plain, 
now, God help me! He knows that I know! You see the ingenuity of the 
phrasing. It was a trap — and like a fool, I walked into it. And Mary —!”
	 “Oh, it is dreadful — I know what you are going to say — he 
didn’t return your transcript of the pretended test-remark.”
	 “No — kept it to destroy us with. Mary, he has exposed us to 
some already. I know it — I know it well. I saw it in a dozen faces after 
church. Ah, he wouldn’t answer our nod of recognition — he knew 
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what he had been doing!”
	  In the night the doctor was called. The news went around in 
the morning that the old couple were rather seriously ill — prostrated 
by the exhausting excitement growing out of their great windfall, the 
congratulations, and the late hours, the doctor said. The town was 
sincerely distressed; for these old people were about all it had left to be 
proud of, now.
	 Two days later the news was worse. The old couple were 
delirious, and were doing strange things. By witness of the nurses, 
Richards had exhibited cheques — for $8,500? No — for an amazing 
sum — $38,500! What could be the explanation of this gigantic piece of 
luck?
	 The following day the nurses had more news — and wonderful. 
They had concluded to hide the cheques, lest harm come to them; but 
when they searched they were gone from under the patient’s pillow — 
vanished away. The patient said:
	 “Let the pillow alone; what do you want?”
	 “We thought it best that the cheques —”
	 “You will never see them again — they are destroyed. They 
came from Satan. I saw the hell-brand on them, and I knew they were 
sent to betray me to sin.” Then he fell to gabbling strange and dreadful 
things which were not clearly understandable, and which the doctor 
admonished them to keep to themselves.
	 Richards was right; the cheques were never seen again.
	 A nurse must have talked in her sleep, for within two days the 
forbidden gabblings were the property of the town; and they were of 
a surprising sort. They seemed to indicate that Richards had been a 
claimant for the sack himself, and that Burgess had concealed that fact 
and then maliciously betrayed it.
	 Burgess was taxed with this and stoutly denied it. And he said 
it was not fair to attach weight to the chatter of a sick old man who was 
out of his mind. Still, suspicion was in the air, and there was much talk.
	 After a day or two it was reported that Mrs. Richards’s delirious 
deliveries were getting to be duplicates of her husband’s. Suspicion 
flamed up into conviction, now, and the town’s pride in the purity of 
its one undiscredited important citizen began to dim down and flicker 
toward extinction.
	 Six days passed, then came more news. The old couple were 
dying. Richards’s mind cleared in his latest hour, and he sent for 
Burgess. Burgess said:
	 “Let the room be cleared. I think he wishes to say something in 
privacy.”
	 “No!” said Richards; “I want witnesses. I want you all to hear my 
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confession, so that I may die a man, and not a dog. I was clean-artificially 
— like the rest; and like the rest I fell when temptation came. I signed a 
lie, and claimed the miserable sack. Mr. Burgess remembered that I had 
done him a service, and in gratitude (and ignorance) he suppressed 
my claim and saved me. You know the thing that was charged against 
Burgess years ago. My testimony, and mine alone, could have cleared 
him, and I was a coward and left him to suffer disgrace —”
	 “No — no — Mr. Richards, you —”
    	 “My servant betrayed my secret to him —”
	 “No one has betrayed anything to me —”
	 “And then he did a natural and justifiable thing; he repented of 
the saving kindness which he had done me, and he EXPOSED me — as 
I deserved —”
	 “Never! — I make oath —”
	 “Out of my heart I forgive him.”
	 Burgess’s impassioned protestations fell upon deaf ears; the 
dying man passed away without knowing that once more he had done 
poor Burgess a wrong. The old wife died that night.
	 The last of the sacred Nineteen had fallen a prey to the fiendish 
sack; the town was stripped of the last rag of its ancient glory. Its 
mourning was not showy, but it was deep.
	 By act of the Legislature — upon prayer and petition — 
Hadleyburg was allowed to change its name to (never mind what — I 
will not give it away), and leave one word out of the motto that for 
many generations had graced the town’s official seal.
	 It is an honest town once more, and the man will have to rise 
early that catches it napping again.
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Very Poor
T.S. Arthur

	 “What has become of the Wightmans?” I asked 
of my old friend Payson. I had returned to my 
native place after an absence of several years. 

Payson looked grave.
	 “Nothing wrong with them, I hope. Wightman was a clever 
man, and he had a pleasant family.”
	 My friend shook his head ominously.
	 “He was doing very well when I left,” said I.
	 “All broken up now,” was answered. “He failed several years 
ago.”
	 “Ah! I’m sorry to hear this. What has become of him?”
	 “I see him now and then, but I don’t know what he is doing.”
	 “And his family?”
	 “They live somewhere in Old Town. I haven’t met any of them 
for a long time. Some one told me that they were very poor.”
	 This intelligence caused a feeling of sadness to pervade my 
mind. The tone and manner of Payson, as he used the words “very 
poor,” gave to them more than ordinary meaning. I saw, in imagination, 
my old friend reduced from comfort and respectability, to a condition 
of extreme poverty, with all its sufferings and humiliations. While my 
mind was occupied with these unpleasant thoughts, my friend said,
	 “You must dine with me to-morrow. Mrs. Payson will be glad 
to see you, and I want to have a long talk about old times. We dine at 
three.”
	 I promised to be with them, in agreement with the invitation; 
and then we parted. It was during business hours, and as my friend’s 
manner was somewhat occupied and hurried, I did not think it right to 
trespass on his time. What I had learned of the Wightmans troubled my 
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thoughts. I could not get them out of my mind. They were estimable 
people. I had prized them above ordinary acquaintances; and it did 
seem peculiarly hard that they should have suffered misfortune. 
“Very poor”—I could not get the words out of my ears. The way in 
which they were spoken involved more than the words themselves 
expressed, or rather, gave a broad latitude to their meaning. “Very 
poor! Ah me!” The sigh was deep and involuntary.
	 I inquired of several old acquaintances whom I met during 
the day for the Wightmans; but all the satisfaction I received was, 
that Wightman had failed in business several years before, and was 
now living somewhere in Old Town in a very poor way. “They are 
miserably poor,” said one. “I see Wightman occasionally,” said 
another—”he looks seedy enough.” “His girls take in sewing, I have 
heard,” said a third, who spoke with a slight air of contempt, as if there 
were something disgraceful attached to needle-work, when pursued 
as a means of livelihood. I would have called during the day, upon 
Wightman, but failed to ascertain his place of residence.
	 “Glad to see you!” Payson extended his hand with a show of 
cordiality, as I entered his store between two and three o’clock on the 
next day.
	 “Sit down and look over the papers for a little while,” he added. 
“I’ll be with you in a moment. Just finishing up my bank business.”
	 “Business first,” was my answer, as I took the proffered 
newspaper. “Stand upon no ceremony with me.”
	 As Payson turned partly from me, and bent his head to the 
desk at which he was sitting, I could not but remark the suddenness 
with which the smile my appearance had awakened faded from his 
countenance. Before him was a pile of bank bills, several checks, and 
quite a formidable array of bank notices. He counted the bills and 
checks, and after recording the amount upon a slip of paper glanced 
uneasily at his watch, sighed, and then looked anxiously towards 
the door. At this moment a clerk entered hastily, and made some 
communication in an undertone, which brought from my friend a 
disappointed and impatient expression.
	 “Go to Wilson,” said he hurriedly, “and tell him to send me a 
check for five hundred without fail. Say that I am so much short in my 
bank payments, and that it is now too late to get the money any where 
else. Don’t linger a moment; it is twenty five minutes to three now.”
	 The clerk departed. He was gone full ten minutes, during 
which period Payson remained at his desk, silent, but showing many 
signs of uneasiness. On returning, he brought the desired check, and 
was then dispatched to lift the notes for which this late provision was 
made.
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	 “What a life for a man to lead,” said my friend, turning to me 
with a contracted brow and a sober face. “I sometimes wish myself on 
an island in mid ocean. You remember C—?”
	 “Very well.”
	 “He quit business a year ago, and bought a farm. I saw him 
the other day. ‘Payson,’ said he, with an air of satisfaction, ‘I haven’t 
seen a bank notice this twelvemonth.’ He’s a happy man! This note 
paying is the curse of my life. I’m forever on the street financiering—
Financiering. How I hate the word! But come—they’ll be waiting dinner 
for us. Mrs. Payson is delighted at the thought of seeing you. How long 
is it since you were here? About ten years, if I’m not mistaken. You’ll 
find my daughters quite grown up. Clara is in her twentieth year. You, 
of course, recollect her only as a school girl. Ah me! how time does 
fly!”
	 I found my friend living in a handsome house in Franklin 
street. It was showily, not tastefully, furnished, and the same might be 
said of his wife and daughters. When I last dined with them—it was 
many years before—they were living in a modest, but very comfortable 
way, and the whole air of their dwelling was that of cheerfulness and 
comfort. Now, though their ample parlors were gay with rich Brussels, 
crimson damask, and brocatelle, there was no genuine home feeling 
there. Mrs. Payson, the last time I saw her, wore a mousseline de lain, 
of subdued colors, a neat lace collar around her neck, fastened with 
a small diamond pin, the marriage gift of her father. Her hair, which 
curled naturally, was drawn behind her ears in a few gracefully falling 
ringlets. She needed no other ornament. Anything beyond would have 
taken from her the chiefest of her attractions, her bright, animated 
countenance, in which her friends ever read a heart-welcome.
	 How changed from this was the rather stately woman, whose 
real pleasure at seeing an old friend was hardly warm enough to melt 
through the ice of an imposed formality. How changed from this the 
pale, cold, worn face, where selfishness and false pride had been doing 
a sad, sad work. Ah! The rich Honiton lace cap and costly cape; the 
profusion of gay ribbons, and glitter of jewelry; the ample folds of 
glossy satin; how poor a compensation were they for the true woman I 
had parted with a few years ago, and now sought beneath these showy 
adornments in vain!
	 Two grown-up daughters, dressed almost as flauntingly as 
their mother, were now presented. In the artificial countenance of the 
oldest, I failed to discover any trace of my former friend Clara.
	 A little while we talked formally, and with some constraint all 
round; then, as the dinner had been waiting us, and was now served, 
we proceeded to the dining-room. I did not feel honored by the really 
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sumptuous meal the Paysons had provided for their old friend; because 
it was clearly to be seen that no honor was intended. The honor was all 
for themselves. The ladies had not adorned their persons, nor provided 
their dinner, to give me welcome and pleasure, but to exhibit to the 
eyes of their guest, their wealth, luxury, and social importance. If I had 
failed to perceive this, the conversation of the Paysons would have 
made it plain, for it was of style and elegance in house-keeping and 
dress—of the ornamental in all its varieties; and in no case of the truly 
domestic and useful. Once or twice I referred to the Wightmans; but 
the ladies knew nothing of them, and seemed almost to have forgotten 
that such persons ever lived.
	 It did not take long to discover that, with all the luxury by 
which my friends were surrounded, they were far from being happy. 
Mrs. Payson and her daughters, had, I could see, become envious as 
well as proud. They wanted a larger house, and more costly furniture 
in order to make as imposing an appearance as some others whom 
they did not consider half as good as themselves. To all they said on 
this subject, I noticed that Payson himself maintained, for the most 
part, a half-moody silence. It was, clearly enough, unpleasant to him.
	 “My wife and daughters think I am made of money,” said he, 
once, half laughing. “But if they knew how hard it was to get hold of, 
sometimes, they would be less free in spending. I tell them I am a poor 
man, comparatively speaking; but I might as well talk to the wind.”
	 “Just as well,” replied his wife, forcing an incredulous laugh; 
“why will you use such language? A poor man!”
	 “He that wants what he is not able to buy, is a poor man, if 
I understand the meaning of the term,” said Payson, with some 
feeling. “And he who lives beyond his income, as a good many of our 
acquaintances do to my certain knowledge, is poorer still.”
	 “Now don’t get to riding that hobby, Mr. Payson,” broke in my 
friend’s wife, deprecatingly—”don’t, if you please. In the first place, 
it’s hardly polite, and, in the second place, it is by no means agreeable. 
Don’t mind him”—and the lady turned to me gaily—”he gets in these 
moods sometimes.”
	 I was not surprised at this after what I had witnessed, about 
his house. Put the scenes and circumstances together, and how could 
it well be otherwise? My friend, thus re-acted upon, ventured no 
further remark on a subject that was so disagreeable to his family. But 
while they talked of style and fashion, he sat silent, and to my mind 
oppressed with no very pleasant thoughts. After the ladies had retired, 
he said, with considerable feeling—
	 “All this looks and sounds very well, perhaps; but there are 
two aspects to almost everything. My wife and daughters get one view 
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of life, and I another. They see the romance, I the hard reality. It is 
impossible for me to get money as fast as they wish to spend it. It was 
my fault in the beginning, I suppose. Ah! how difficult it is to correct 
an error when once made. I tell them that I am a poor man, but they 
smile in my face, and ask me for a hundred dollars to shop with in the 
next breath. I remonstrate, but it avails not, for they don’t credit what 
I say. And I am poor—poorer, I sometimes think, than the humblest of 
my clerks, who manages, out of his salary of four hundred a year, to 
lay up fifty dollars. He is never in want of a dollar, while I go searching 
about, anxious and troubled, for my thousands daily. He and his 
patient, cheerful, industrious little wife find peace and contentment in 
the single room their limited means enables them to procure, while my 
family turn dissatisfied from the costly adornments of our spacious 
home, and sigh for richer furniture, and a larger and more showy 
mansion. If I were a millionaire, their ambition might be satisfied. 
Now, their ample wishes may not be filled. I must deny them, or meet 
inevitable ruin. As it is, I am living far beyond a prudent limit—not 
half so far, however, as many around me, whose fatal example is ever 
tempting the weak ambition of their neighbors.”
	 This and much more of similar import, was said by Payson. 
When I returned from his elegant home, there was no envy in my 
heart. He was called a rich and prosperous man by all whom I heard 
speak of him, but in my eyes, he was very poor.
	 A day or two afterwards, I saw Wightman in the street. He 
was so changed in appearance that I should hardly have known him, 
had he not first spoken. He looked in my eyes, twenty years older than 
when we last met. His clothes were poor, though scrupulously clean; 
and, on observing him more closely, I perceived an air of neatness 
and order, that indicates nothing of that disregard about external 
appearance which so often accompanies poverty.
	 He grasped my hand cordially, and inquired, with a genuine 
interest, after my health and welfare. I answered briefly, and then said:
	 “I am sorry to hear that it is not so well with you in worldly 
matters as when I left the city.”
	 A slight shadow flitted over his countenance, but it grew 
quickly cheerful again.
	 “One of the secrets of happiness in this life,” said he, “is 
contentment with our lot. We rarely learn this in prosperity. It is not 
one of the lessons taught in that school.”
	 “And you have learned it?” said I.
	 “I have been trying to learn it,” he answered, smiling. “But I 
find it one of the most difficult of lessons. I do not hope to acquire it 
perfectly.”
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	 A cordial invitation to visit his family and take tea with them 
followed, and was accepted. I must own, that I prepared to go to the 
Wightmans with some misgivings as to the pleasure I should receive. 
Almost every one of their old acquaintances, to whom I had addressed 
inquiries on the subject, spoke of them with commiseration, as “very 
poor.” If Wightman could bear the change with philosophy, I hardly 
expected to find the same Christian resignation in his wife, whom I 
remembered as a gay, lively woman, fond of social pleasures.
	 Such were my thoughts when I knocked at the door of a small 
house, that stood a little back from the street. It was quickly opened by 
a tall, neatly-dressed girl, whose pleasant face lighted into a smile of 
welcome as she pronounced my name.
	 “This is not Mary?” I said as I took her proffered hand.
	 “Yes, this is your little Mary,” she answered. “Father told me 
you were coming.”
	 Mrs. Wightman came forward as I entered the room into which 
the front door opened, and gave me a most cordial welcome. Least of 
all had time and reverses changed her. Though a little subdued, and 
rather paler and thinner, her face had the old heart-warmth in it—the 
eyes were bright from the same cheerful spirit.
	 “How glad I am to see you again!” said Mrs. Wightman. And 
she was glad. Every play of feature, every modulation of tone, showed 
this.
	 Soon her husband came in, and then she excused herself with 
a smile, and went out, as I very well understood, to see after tea. In 
a little while supper was ready, and I sat down with the family in 
their small breakfast room, to one of the pleasantest meals I have ever 
enjoyed. A second daughter, who was learning a trade, came in just 
as we were taking our places at the table, and was introduced. What 
a beautiful glow was upon her young countenance! She was the very 
image of health and cheerfulness.
	 When I met Wightman in the street, I thought his countenance 
wore something of a troubled aspect—this was the first impression 
made upon me. Now, as I looked into his face, and listened to his 
cheerful, animated conversation, so full of life’s true philosophy, 
I could not but feel an emotion of wonder. “Very poor!” How little 
did old friends, who covered their neglect of this family with these 
commiserating words, know of their real state. How little did they 
dream that sweet peace folded her wings in that humble dwelling 
nightly; and that morning brought to each a cheerful, resolute spirit, 
which bore them bravely through all their daily toil.
	 “How are you getting along now Wightman?” I asked, as, after 
bidding good evening to his pleasant family, I stood with him at the 
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gate opening from the street to his modest dwelling.
	 “Very well,” was his cheerful reply. “It was up hill work for 
several years, when I only received five hundred dollars salary as 
clerk, and all my children were young. But now, two of them are 
earning something, and I receive eight hundred dollars instead of five. 
We have managed to save enough to buy this snug little house. The 
last payment was made a month since. I am beginning to feel rich.”
	 And he laughed a pleasant laugh.
	 “Very poor,” I said to myself, musingly, as I walked away from 
the humble abode of the Wightmans. “Very poor. The words have had 
a wrong application.”
	 On the next day I met Payson.
	 “I spent last evening with the Wightmans,” said I.
	 “Indeed! How did you find them? Very poor, of course.”
	 “I have not met a more cheerful family for years. No, Mr. 
Payson they are not ‘very poor,’ for they take what the great Father 
sends, and use it with thankfulness. Those who ever want more than 
they possess are the very poor. But such are not the Wightmans.”
	 Payson looked at me a moment or two curiously, and then let 
his eyes fall to the ground. A little while he mused. Light was breaking 
in upon him.
	 “Contented and thankful!” said he, lifting his eyes from 
the ground. “Ah! my friend, if I and mine were only contented and 
thankful!”
	 “You have cause to be,” I remarked. “The great Father hath 
covered your table with blessings.”
	 “And yet we are poor—very poor,” said he, “for we are 
neither contented nor thankful. We ask for more than we possess, and, 
because it is not given, we are fretful and impatient. Yes, yes—we, not 
the Wightmans, are poor—very poor.”
	 And with these words on his lips, my old friend turned from 
me, and walked slowly away, his head bent in musing attitude to the 
ground. Not long afterwards, I heard that he had failed.
	 “Ah!” thought I, when this news reached me, “now you are 
poor, very poor, indeed!” And it was so.
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Will it Pay?
Mary Roberts Rinehart

	 “I want an hour of your time this morning,” said 
Mr. Smith, as he entered the counting-room of his 
neighbor, Mr. Jones.

	 “Will it pay?” inquired Mr. Jones, smiling.
	 “Not much profit in money,” was answered.
	 Mr. Jones shrugged his shoulders, and arched his eye-brows.
	 “Time is money,” said he.
	 “But money isn’t the all-in-all of life. There’s something else in 
the world besides dollars.”
	 “Oh yes; and the man that has the dollars can command as 
much of this ‘something else’ that you speak of as he pleases.”
	 “I’m not so sure of that,” replied Mr. Smith. “I can tell you 
something that money will not procure.”
	 “Say on.”
	 “A contented mind.”
	 “I’ll take that risk at a very low percentage, so far as I am 
concerned,” answered Mr. Jones.
	 “But, as to this hour of my time that you ask? What is the 
object?”
	 “You remember Lloyd who used to do business on the wharf?”
	 “Yes; what of him? I thought he died in New Orleans a year 
ago.”
	 “So he did.”
	 “Not worth a dollar!”
	 “Not worth many dollars, I believe. He was never a very 
shrewd man, so far as business was concerned, though honorable and 
kind-hearted. He did not prosper after leaving our city.”
	 “Honourable and kind-hearted!” returned Mr. Jones, with a 



162

THE LOVE OF MONEY

slight air of contempt. “Such men are as plenty as blackberries. I can 
point them out to you by the dozen in every square; but it does not pay 
to be on too intimate terms with them.”
	 “Why?”
	 “You are very apt to suffer through their amiable weaknesses.”
	 “Is this your experience?” inquired Mr. Smith.
	 “My experience is not very extensive in that line, I flatter 
myself,” said Mr. Jones; “but I know of some who have suffered.”
	 “I was speaking of Mr. Lloyd.”
	 “Yes—what of him?”
	 “I learned this morning that his widow arrived in our city 
yesterday, and that she needs friendly aid and counsel. It seems to me 
that those who knew and esteemed her husband ought not to regard 
her with indifference. I propose to call upon her and inquire as to her 
needs and purposes, and I want you to accompany me.”
	 “Can’t do it,” answered Mr. Jones, very promptly.
	 “Why not?”
	 “It won’t pay,” returned Mr. Jones.
	 “I don’t expect it to pay in a business sense,” said Mr. Smith; 
“but, surely, humanity has some claim to consideration.”
	 “Humanity! humph. Humanity don’t pay, Mr. Smith; that’s 
my experience. I’ve helped two or three in my time, and what return 
do you suppose I received?”
	 “The pleasing consciousness of having done good to your 
neighbor.”
	 “Not a bit of it. I lost my money for my pains, and made 
enemies into the bargain. When I demanded my own, I received only 
insult—that’s my experience, Mr. Smith, and the experience of ninety-
nine in a hundred who listen to the so-called claims of humanity. As I 
said before—it doesn’t pay.”
	 “Then you will not go with me to see Mrs. Lloyd?”
	 “No, sir. You don’t catch me hunting up the widows of broken 
merchants. Let them go to their own friends. I’d soon have plenty of 
rather unprofitable business on my hands, if I were to engage in affairs 
of this kind.”
	 “I hardly think it will pay to talk with you on this subject any 
longer,” said Mr. Smith.
	 “I’m just of your opinion,” was the laughing answer, “unless 
I can induce you to let Mrs. Lloyd remain in ignorance of your 
benevolent intentions, and mind your own concerns, like a sensible 
man.”
	 “Good morning,” said Mr. Smith.
	 “Good morning,” replied Jones; “in a week or two I shall 
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expect to hear your report on this widow-hunting expedition.”
	 “It will pay, I reckon,” said Mr. Smith, as he passed from the 
store.
	 “Pay,” muttered Jones, a sneer now curling his lip, “he’ll have 
to pay, and roundly, too, unless more fortunate than he deserves to 
be.”
	 A little while after the departure of Mr. Smith, a sallow, sharp-
featured man, with a restless eye, entered the store of Mr. Jones.
	 “Ah, Perkins!” said the latter, familiarly, “any thing afloat to-
day?”
	 “Well, yes, there is; I know of one operation that is worth 
looking at.”
	 “Will it pay, friend Perkins? That’s the touchstone with me. 
Show me any thing that will pay, and I’m your man for a trade.”
	 “I can get you fifty shares of Riverland Railroad stock, at 
eighty-two!”
	 “Can you?” The face of Jones brightened.
	 “I can.”
	 “All right. I’ll take it.”
	 “Give me your note at sixty days, and I’ll have the shares 
transferred at once.”
	 In five minutes from the time Perkins entered the store of Mr. 
Jones, he left with the merchant’s note for over four thousand dollars 
in his hand. The shares in the Riverland Railroad had been steadily 
advancing for some months, and Mr. Jones entertained not the shadow 
of a doubt that in a very short period they would be up to par. He had 
already purchased freely, and at prices beyond eighty-two dollars. The 
speculation he regarded as entirely safe, and one that would “pay” 
handsomely.
	 “I think that will pay a good deal better than hunting up the 
poor widows of insolvent merchants,” said Mr. Jones to himself, as he 
walked the length of his store once or twice, rubbing his hands every 
now and then with irrepressible glee. “If I’d been led off by Smith on 
that fool’s errand, just see what I would have lost. Operations like that 
don’t go a begging long. But this gentleman knows in what quarter his 
interest lies.”
	 Not long after the departure of Perkins, a small wholesale 
dealer, named Armor, came into the store of Mr. Jones.
	 “I have several lots that I am anxious to close out this morning,” 
said he. “Can I do any thing here?”
	 “What have you?” asked Mr. Jones.
	 “Ten boxes of tobacco, fifty prime hams, ten boxes Havana 
cigars, some rice, &c.”
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	 Now, these were the very articles Mr. Jones wanted, and which 
he would have to purchase in a day or two. But he affected indifference 
as he inquired the price. The current market rates were mentioned.
	 “No temptation,” said Mr. Jones, coldly.
	 “They are prime articles, all; none better to be had,” said the 
dealer.
	 “If I was in immediate want of them, I could give you an order; 
but”–	
	 “Will you make me an offer?” inquired Armor, somewhat 
earnestly. “I have a good deal of money to raise to-day, and for cash 
will sell at a bargain.”
	 Mr. Jones mused for some time. He was not certain whether, in 
making or requiring an offer, he would get the best bargain out of his 
needy customer. At last he said—
	 “Put down your prices to the very lowest figure, and I can tell 
you at a word whether I will close out these lots for you. As I said 
before, I have a good stock of each on hand.”
	 For what a small gain will some men sacrifice truth and honour!
	 The dealer had notes in bank that must be lifted, and he saw 
no way of obtaining all the funds he needed, except through forced 
sales, at a depression on the market prices. So, to make certain of an 
operation, he named, accordingly, low rates—considerably below 
cost.
	 Mr. Jones, who was very cunning, and very shrewd, accepted 
the prices on two or three articles, but demurred to the rest, and these 
the most important of the whole. Finally, an operation was made, in 
which he was a gainer, in the purchase of goods for which he had 
almost immediate sale, of over two hundred dollars, while the needy 
merchant was a loser by just that sum.
	 “That paid!” was the self-congratulatory ejaculation of Mr. 
Jones, “and handsomely, too. I should like to do it over again, about a 
dozen times before night. Rather better than widow speculations—ha! 
ha!”
	 We shall see. On leaving the store of his neighbor, Mr. Smith 
went to the hotel at which he understood Mrs. Lloyd had taken lodgings, 
and made inquiry for her. A lady in deep mourning, accompanied by 
two daughters, one a lovely girl, not over twenty years of age, and the 
other about twelve, soon entered the parlour.
	 “Mrs. Lloyd, I believe,” said Mr. Smith.
	 The lady bowed. As soon as all parties were seated, the 
gentleman said—
	 “My name is Smith. During your former residence in this 
city, I was well acquainted with your husband. Permit me to offer my 



165

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

heartfelt sympathy in the painful bereavement you have suffered.”
	 There was a slight pause, and then Mr. Smith resumed—
	 “Hearing of your return to this city, I have called to ask if there 
are any good offices that I can render you. If you have any plans for 
the future—if you want advice—if a friend in need will be of service—
do not hesitate to speak freely, My high regard for your husband’s 
memory will not suffer me to be indifferent to the welfare of his widow 
and children.”
	 Mr. Smith had not purposed making, when he called, so 
general a tender of service. But there was something in the lady’s 
fine countenance which told him that she had both independence 
and decision of character, and that he need not fear an abuse of his 
generous kindness.
	 Touched by such an unexpected declaration, it was some 
moments before she could reply. She then said—
	 “I thank you, in the name of my departed husband, for this 
unlooked-for and generous offer. Though back in the city, which was 
formerly my home, I find myself comparatively a stranger. Yesterday 
I made inquiry for Mr. Edward Hunter, an old and fast friend of Mr. 
Lloyd’s, and to my pain and regret learned that he was deceased.”
	 “Yes, madam; he died about two months ago.”
	 “With him I purposed consulting as to my future course of 
action; but his death has left me without a single friend in the city to 
whose judgment I can confide my plans and purposes.”
	 “Mr. Hunter was one of nature’s noblemen,” said Mr. Smith, 
warmly; “and you are not the only one who has cause to mourn his loss. 
But there are others in our city who are not insensible to the claims of 
humanity—others who, like him, sometimes let their thoughts range 
beyond the narrow sphere of self.”
	 “My object in returning to this place,” resumed Mrs. Lloyd, 
“was to get started in some safe and moderately profitable business. 
A short time before my husband’s removal, by the death of a distant 
relative I fell heir to a small piece of landed property, which I recently 
sold in New Orleans. By the advice of my agent there, I have invested 
the money in fifty shares of Riverland Railroad stock, which he said I 
could sell here at a good advance. These shares are now in the hands of 
a broker, named Perkins, who is authorized to sell them at eighty-two 
dollars a share.”
	 “He’ll find no difficulty in doing that, ma’am. I would have 
taken them at eighty-three.”
	 At this stage of the conversation, Perkins himself entered the 
parlour.
	 “Ah, Mr. Smith!” said he, “I called at your place of business this 
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morning, but was not so fortunate as to find you in. I had fifty shares 
of Riverland stock, the property of Mrs. Lloyd here, which I presumed 
you would like to buy.”
	 “You were not out of the way in your presumption. Have you 
made the sale?”
	 “Oh yes. Not finding you in, I saw Mr. Jones, who took the 
shares at a word.”
	 “At what price?”
	 “Eighty-two. I have his note at sixty days for the amount, 
which you know is perfectly good.”
	 “Mrs. Lloyd need not have the slightest hesitation in accepting 
it; and if she wishes the money, I can get it cashed for her.” Then rising, 
he added, “I will leave you now, Mrs. Lloyd, as business requires both 
your attention and mine. To-morrow I will do myself the pleasure to 
call on you again.”
	 As Mr. Smith bowed himself out, he noticed, more particularly, 
the beautiful smile of the elder daughter, whose eyes, humid from 
grateful emotion, were fixed on his countenance with an expression 
that haunted him for hours afterward.
	 “I hardly think that paid,” was the remark of Mr. Jones, on 
meeting Mr. Smith some hours afterward.
	 “What?” asked the latter.
	 “Your visit to Lloyd’s widow.”
	 “Why do you say so?”
	 “You lost a bargain which came into my hands, and on which 
I could get an advance of a hundred dollars to-morrow.”
	 “Ah, what was it?”
	 “Perkins had fifty shares of Riverland stock, which he was 
authorized to sell at eighty-two. He called on you first; but instead of 
being on hand, in business hours, you were off on a charity expedition. 
So the ripe cherry dropped into my open mouth. I told you it wouldn’t 
pay, neighbor Smith.”
	 “And yet it has paid, notwithstanding your prophecy,” said 
Smith.
	 “It has!”
	 “Yes.”
	 “In what way?”
	 But Mr. Smith was not disposed to cast his pearls before swine, 
and so evaded the direct question. He knew that his mercenary neighbor 
would trample under foot, with sneering contempt, any expression 
of the pure satisfaction he derived from what he had done—would 
breathe upon and obscure the picture of a grateful mother and her 
daughter, if he attempted to elevate it before his eyes. It had paid, but 
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beyond this he did not seek to enlighten his fellow-merchant.
	 Three days later, Mr. Jones is at his desk, buried in calculations 
of profit and loss, and so much absorbed is he, that he has not noticed 
the entrance of Perkins the broker, through whom he obtained the 
stock from Mrs. Lloyd.
	 “How much of the Riverland Railroad stock have you?” 
inquired the broker, and in a voice that sent a sudden fear to the heart 
of the merchant.
	 “A hundred shares. Why do you ask?” was the quick response.
	 “I’m sorry for you, then. The interest due this day is not 
forthcoming.”
	 “What!” Mr. Jones starts from his desk, his lips pale and 
quivering.
	 “There’s something wrong in the affairs of the company, it is 
whispered. At any rate, the interest won’t be paid, and the stock has 
tumbled down to thirty-five dollars. If you’ll take my advice you’ll sell. 
The first loss is usually the best in these cases—that is my experience.”
	 It is very plain that one operation hasn’t paid, for all its golden 
promise—an operation that would hardly have been effected by Mr. 
Jones, had he accompanied Mr. Smith on the proposed visit to Mrs. 
Lloyd. The fifty shares of stock, which came, as he thought, so luckily 
into his hand, would, in all probability, have become the property of 
another.
	 And not a week glided by ere Mr. Jones became aware of the 
fact that another operation had failed to pay. A cargo of coffee and 
sugar arrived one morning; the vessel containing it had been looked 
for daily, and Mr. Jones fully expected to receive the consignment; he 
was not aware of the arrival until he met the captain in the street.
	 “Captain Jackson! How are you? This is really an unexpected 
pleasure!” exclaimed the merchant, as he grasped the hand of the 
individual he addressed, and shook it warmly.
	 Captain Jackson did not seem equally gratified at meeting the 
merchant. He took his hand coldly, and scarcely smiled in return.
	 “When did you arrive?” asked Mr. Jones.
	 “This morning.”
	 “Indeed! I was not aware of it. For over a week I have been 
expecting you.”
	 The captain merely bowed.
	 “Will you be around to my store this afternoon?” asked Mr. 
Jones.
	 “I presume not.”
	 There was now, on the part of Mr. Jones, an embarrassed 
pause. Then he said—



168

THE LOVE OF MONEY

	 “Shall I have the sale of your cargo?”
	 “No, sir,” was promptly and firmly answered.
	 “I have made the consignment to Armor.”
	 “To Armor!” exclaimed Mr. Jones, in ill-concealed surprise.
	 “He’s a perfectly fair man, is he not?” said the captain.
	 “Oh yes. Perfectly fair. He’ll do you justice, without doubt. Still 
I must own to being a little disappointed, you were satisfied with the 
way your business was done last time.”
	 “Not altogether, Mr. Jones,” said Captain Jackson. “You were 
a little too sharp for, me—rather too eager, in securing your own 
advantage, to look narrowly enough to mine. Such was my impression, 
and it has, been confirmed since my arrival this morning.”
	 “That’s a grave charge, Captain Jackson,” said Mt. Jones; “You 
must explain yourself.”
	 “I’m a plain spoken, and a straightforward sort of a man, sir.” 
The captain drew himself up, and looked particularly dignified. “The 
truth is, as I have said, I thought you were rather too sharp for me the 
last time. But I determined to try you once more, and to watch you 
as closely as a cat watches a mouse. I was on my way to your store, 
when I met an old friend, in business here, and, put to him the direct 
question as to what he thought of your fairness in trade. ‘He’s sharp,’ 
was the answer. ‘He will not take an undue advantage?’ said I. ‘Your 
idea as to what constitutes an undue advantage would hardly agree 
with that of Mr. Jones,’ replied my friend. And then he related the 
circumstance of your finding Armor in a tight place last week, and 
getting from him a lot of goods for two hundred dollars less than they 
were worth. I went to Armor, and, on his confirming the statement, at 
once placed my cargo in his hands. The commissions will repair his 
loss, and give him a few hundred dollars over. I’m afraid of men who 
are too sharp in dealing. Are you satisfied with my explanation?”
	 “Good morning, sir,” said Mr. Jones.
	 “Good morning,” returned, Captain Jackson. And bowing 
formally, the two men separated.
	 That didn’t pay,” muttered Jones between his teeth, as he 
moved on with his eyes cast to the ground, even in his chagrin and 
mortification using his favorite word—
	 “No, it, didn’t pay,” And, in truth, no operations of this kind 
do really pay. They may seem to secure advantage, but always result in 
loss—if not in lose of money, in loss of that which should be dearer to 
a man than all the wealth of the Indies—his self-respect and virtuous 
integrity of character.
	 On the evening of that day, a pleasant little company was 
assembled at the house of Mr. Smith, made up of the merchant’s own 
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family and three guests—Mrs. Lloyd and her daughters. Through 
the advice of Mr. Smith, and by timely action on his part, a house of 
moderate capacity had been secured, at a great bargain, for the sum of 
three thousand dollars, to which it was proposed to remove, as soon 
as furniture, on the way from New Orleans, should arrive. The first 
story of this house was already fitted up as a store; and, as the object 
of Mrs. Lloyd was to get into business in a small way, the purchase of 
the property was made, in order as well to obtain a good location as 
to make a safe investment. With the thousand dollars that remained, it 
was proposed to lay in a small stock of fancy dry-goods.
	 In the few interviews held with Mrs. Lloyd by the merchant, he 
was struck with the beautiful harmony of her character, and especially 
with her womanly dignity. As for the eldest daughter, something 
about her had charmed him from the very beginning. And now when, 
for the first time, this interesting family were his guests for a social 
evening—when he saw their characters in a new aspect—and when he 
felt, through the quick sympathy of a generous nature, how grateful 
and happy they were—he experienced a degree of satisfaction such as 
never pervaded the breast of any man whose love of mere gain was the 
measure of his good-will toward others.
	 How different was the social sphere in the house of Mr. Jones 
on that evening! The brow of the husband and father was clouded, and 
his lips sealed in silence; or if words were spoken, they were in moody 
tones, or uttered in fretfulness and ill-nature. The wife and children 
caught from him the same repulsive spirit, and, in their intercourse 
one with the other, found little sympathy or affection. There was a 
chilling shadow on the household of the merchant; it fell from the 
monster form of his expanding selfishness, that was uplifted between 
the sunlight of genuine humanity and the neighbor he would not 
regard. Alas! on how many thousands and thousands of households 
in our own land rests the gigantic shadow of this monster!
	 “Will it pay?” is the eager question we hear on all sides, as we 
mingle in the business world.
	 “Has it paid?” Ah, that is the after-question! Reader, is the 
monster’s shadow in your household? If so, it has not paid.
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The Name-Day
Saki

	 Adventures, according to the proverb, are to the 
adventurous. Quite as often they are to the non- 
adventurous, to the retiring, to the constitutionally 

timid. John James Abbleway had been endowed by Nature with the sort 
of disposition that instinctively avoids Carlist intrigues, slum crusades, 
the tracking of wounded wild beasts, and the moving of hostile 
amendments at political meetings. If a mad dog or a Mad Mullah had 
come his way he would have surrendered the way without hesitation. 
At school he had unwillingly acquired a thorough knowledge of the 
German tongue out of deference to the plainly-expressed wishes of 
a foreign-languages master, who, though he taught modern subjects, 
employed old-fashioned methods in driving his lessons home. It was 
this enforced familiarity with an important commercial language which 
thrust Abbleway in later years into strange lands where adventures 
were less easy to guard against than in the ordered atmosphere of an 
English country town. 
	 The firm that he worked for saw fit to send him one day on a 
prosaic business errand to the far city of Vienna, and, having sent him 
there, continued to keep him there, still engaged in humdrum affairs 
of commerce, but with the possibilities of romance and adventure, or 
even misadventure, jostling at his elbow. After two and a half years 
of exile, however, John James Abbleway had embarked on only 
one hazardous undertaking, and that was of a nature which would 
assuredly have overtaken him sooner or later if he had been leading 
a sheltered, stay-at-home existence at Dorking or Huntingdon. He fell 
placidly in love with a placidly lovable English girl, the sister of one 
of his commercial colleagues, who was improving her mind by a short 
trip to foreign parts, and in due course he was formally accepted as 
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the young man she was engaged to. The further step by which she 
was to become Mrs. John Abbleway was to take place a twelvemonth 
hence in a town in the English midlands, by which time the firm that 
employed John James would have no further need for his presence in 
the Austrian capital.
	 It was early in April, two months after the installation of 
Abbleway as the young man Miss Penning was engaged to, when 
he received a letter from her, written from Venice. She was still 
peregrinating under the wing of her brother, and as the latter’s business 
arrangements would take him across to Fiume for a day or two, she 
had conceived the idea that it would be rather jolly if John could obtain 
leave of absence and run down to the Adriatic coast to meet them. She 
had looked up the route on the map, and the journey did not appear 
likely to be expensive. Between the lines of her communication there 
lay a hint that if he really cared for her -
	 Abbleway obtained leave of absence and added a journey to 
Fiume to his life’s adventures. He left Vienna on a cold, cheerless day. 
The flower shops were full of spring blooms, and the weekly organs of 
illustrated humour were full of spring topics, but the skies were heavy 
with clouds that looked like cotton-wool that has been kept over long 
in a shop window.
	 “Snow comes,” said the train official to the station officials; 
and they agreed that snow was about to come. And it came, rapidly, 
plenteously. The train had not been more than an hour on its journey 
when the cotton- wool clouds commenced to dissolve in a blinding 
downpour of snowflakes. The forest trees on either side of the line 
were speedily coated with a heavy white mantle, the telegraph wires 
became thick glistening ropes, the line itself was buried more and 
more completely under a carpeting of snow, through which the not 
very powerful engine ploughed its way with increasing difficulty. 
	 The Vienna-Fiume line is scarcely the best equipped of the 
Austrian State railways, and Abbleway began to have serious fears for 
a breakdown. The train had slowed down to a painful and precarious 
crawl and presently came to a halt at a spot where the drifting snow had 
accumulated in a formidable barrier. The engine made a special effort 
and broke through the obstruction, but in the course of another twenty 
minutes it was again held up. The process of breaking through was 
renewed, and the train doggedly resumed its way, encountering and 
surmounting fresh hindrances at frequent intervals. After a standstill of 
unusually long duration in a particularly deep drift the compartment 
in which Abbleway was sitting gave a huge jerk and a lurch, and then 
seemed to remain stationary; it undoubtedly was not moving, and yet 
he could hear the puffing of the engine and the slow rumbling and 
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jolting of wheels. The puffing and rumbling grew fainter, as though 
it were dying away through the agency of intervening distance. 
Abbleway suddenly gave vent to an exclamation of scandalized alarm, 
opened the window, and peered out into the snowstorm. The flakes 
perched on his eyelashes and blurred his vision, but he saw enough to 
help him to realize what had happened. The engine had made a mighty 
plunge through the drift and had gone merrily forward, lightened of 
the load of its rear carriage, whose coupling had snapped under the 
strain. Abbleway was alone, or almost alone, with a derelict railway 
waggon, in the heart of some Styrian or Croatian forest. In the third-
class compartment next to his own he remembered to have seen a 
peasant woman, who had entered the train at a small wayside station. 
“With the exception of that woman,” he exclaimed dramatically to 
himself, “the nearest living beings are probably a pack of wolves.”
	 Before making his way to the third-class compartment to 
acquaint his fellow-traveller with the extent of the disaster Abbleway 
hurriedly pondered the question of the woman’s nationality. He had 
acquired a smattering of Slavonic tongues during his residence in 
Vienna, and felt competent to grapple with several racial possibilities.
	 “If she is Croat or Serb or Bosniak I shall be able to make her 
understand,” he promised himself. “If she is Magyar, heaven help me! 
We shall have to converse entirely by signs.”
	 He entered the carriage and made his momentous 
announcement in the best approach to Croat speech that he could 
achieve.
	 “The train has broken away and left us!”
	 The woman shook her head with a movement that might be 
intended to convey resignation to the will of heaven, but probably 
meant noncomprehension. Abbleway repeated his information with 
variations of Slavonic tongues and generous displays of pantomime.
	 “Ah,” said the woman at last in German dialect, “the train has 
gone? We are left. Ah, so.”
	 She seemed about as much interested as though Abbleway 
had told her the result of the municipal elections in Amsterdam.

“They will find out at some station, and when the line is clear of snow 
they will send an engine. It happens that way sometimes.”
	 “We may be here all night!” exclaimed Abbleway.
	 The woman nodded as though she thought it possible.
	 “Are there wolves in these parts?” asked Abbleway hurriedly.
	 “Many,” said the woman; “just outside this forest my aunt was 
devoured three years ago, as she was coming home from market. The 
horse and a young pig that was in the cart were eaten too. The horse 
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was a very old one, but it was a beautiful young pig, oh, so fat. I cried 
when I heard that it was taken. They spare nothing.”
	 “They may attack us here,” said Abbleway tremulously; “they 
could easily break in, these carriages are like matchwood. We may 
both be devoured.”
	 “You, perhaps,” said the woman calmly; “not me.”
	 “Why not you?” demanded Abbleway.
	 “It is the day of Saint Maria Kleopha, my name-day. She would 
not allow me to be eaten by wolves on her day. Such a thing could not 
be thought of. You, yes, but not me.”
	 Abbleway changed the subject.
	 “It is only afternoon now; if we are to be left here till morning 
we shall be starving.”
	 “I have here some good eatables,” said the woman tranquilly; 
“on my festival day it is natural that I should have provision with me. 
I have five good blood- sausages; in the town shops they cost twenty-
five heller each. Things are dear in the town shops.”
	 “I will give you fifty heller apiece for a couple of them,” said 
Abbleway with some enthusiasm.
	 “In a railway accident things become very dear,” said the 
woman; “these blood-sausages are four kronen apiece.”
	 “Four kronen!” exclaimed Abbleway; “four kronen for a blood-
sausage!”
	 “You cannot get them any cheaper on this train,” said the 
woman, with relentless logic, “because there aren’t any others to get. In 
Agram you can buy them cheaper, and in Paradise no doubt they will 
be given to us for nothing, but here they cost four kronen each. I have 
a small piece of Emmenthaler cheese and a honey-cake and a piece of 
bread that I can let you have. That will be another three kronen, eleven 
kronen in all. There is a piece of ham, but that I cannot let you have on 
my name-day.”
	 Abbleway wondered to himself what price she would have 
put on the ham, and hurried to pay her the eleven kronen before 
her emergency tariff expanded into a famine tariff. As he was taking 
possession of his modest store of eatables he suddenly heard a noise 
which set his heart thumping in a miserable fever of fear. ‘There was 
a scraping and shuffling as of some animal or animals trying to climb 
up to the footboard. In another moment, through the snow-encrusted 
glass of the carriage window, he saw a gaunt prick-eared head, with 
gaping jaw and lolling tongue and gleaming teeth; a second later 
another head shot up.
	 “There are hundreds of them,” whispered Abbleway; “they 
have scented us. They will tear the carriage to pieces. We shall be 
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devoured.”
	 “Not me, on my name-day. The holy Maria Kleopha would not 
permit it,” said the woman with provoking calm.
	 The heads dropped down from the window and an uncanny 
silence fell on the beleaguered carriage. Abbleway neither moved nor 
spoke. Perhaps the brutes had not clearly seen or winded the human 
occupants of the carriage, and had prowled away on some other errand 
of rapine.
	 The long torture-laden minutes passed slowly away.
	 “It grows cold,” said the woman suddenly, crossing over to the 
far end of the carriage, where the heads had appeared. “The heating 
apparatus does not work any longer. See, over there beyond the trees, 
there is a chimney with smoke coming from it. It is not far, and the 
snow has nearly stopped, I shall find a path through the forest to that 
house with the chimney.”
	 “But the wolves!” exclaimed Abbleway; “they may — “
	 “Not on my name-day,” said the woman obstinately, and 
before he could stop her she had opened the door and climbed down 
into the snow. A moment later he hid his face in his hands; two gaunt 
lean figures rushed upon her from the forest. No doubt she had 
courted her fate, but Abbleway had no wish to see a human being torn 
to pieces and devoured before his eyes.
	 When he looked at last a new sensation of scandalized 
astonishment took possession of him. He had been straitly brought up 
in a small English town, and he was not prepared to be the witness of 
a miracle. The wolves were not doing anything worse to the woman 
than drench her with snow as they gambolled round her.
	 A short, joyous bark revealed the clue to the situation.
	 “Are those - dogs?” he called weakly.
	 “My cousin Karl’s dogs, yes,” she answered; that is his inn, 
over beyond the trees. I knew it was there, but I did not want to take 
you there; he is always grasping with strangers. However, it grows too 
cold to remain in the train. Ah, ah, see what comes!”
	 A whistle sounded, and a relief engine made its appearance, 
snorting its way sulkily through the snow. Abbleway did not have the 
opportunity for finding out whether Karl was really avaricious.
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A Family
Guy de Maupassant

	 I was going to see my friend Simon Radevin once more, 
for I had not seen him for fifteen years. Formerly he was 
my most intimate friend, and I used to spend long, quiet, 

arid happy evenings with him. He was one of those men to whom 
one tells the most intimate affairs of the heart, and in whom one finds, 
when quietly talking, rare, clever, ingenious, and refined thoughts— 
thoughts which stimulate and capture the mind.
	 For years we had scarcely been separated: we had lived, 
traveled, thought, and dreamed together; had liked the same things 
with the same liking, admired the same books, comprehended the same 
works, shivered with the same sensations, and very often laughed at 
the same individuals, whom we understood completely, by merely 
exchanging a glance.
	 Then he married—quite unexpectedly married a little girl from 
the provinces, who had come to Paris in search of a husband. How ever 
could that little, thin, insipidly fair girl, with her weak hands, her light, 
vacant eyes, and her clear, silly voice who was exactly like a hundred 
thousand marriageable dolls, have picked up that intelligent, clever 
young fellow? Can anyone understand these things? No doubt he had 
hoped for happiness, simple, quiet, and long-enduring happiness, in 
the arms of a good, tender, and faithful woman; he had seen all that in 
the transparent looks of that schoolgirl with light hair.
	 He had not dreamed of the fact that an active, living, and 
vibrating man grows tired as soon as he has comprehended the stupid 
reality of a commonplace life, unless indeed, he becomes so brutalized 
as to be callous to externals.
	 What would he be like when I met him again? Still lively, witty, 
lighthearted, and enthusiastic, or in a state of mental torpor through 
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provincial life? A man can change a great deal in the course of fifteen 
years!
	 The train, stopped at a small station, and as I got out of the 
carriage, a stout, a very stout man with red cheeks and a big stomach 
rushed up to me with open arms, exclaiming: “George!”
	 I embraced him, but I had not recognized him, and then I said, 
in astonishment: “By Jove! You have not grown thin!”
	 And he replied with a laugh: “What did you expect? Good 
living, a good table, and good nights! Eating and sleeping, that is my 
existence!”
	 I looked at him closely, trying to find the features I held so dear 
in that broad face. His eyes alone had not altered, but I no longer saw 
the same looks in them, and I said to myself: “If looks be the reflection 
of the mind, the thoughts in that head are not what they used to be—
those thoughts which I knew so well.”
	 Yet his eyes were bright, full of pleasure and friendship, but 
they had not that clear, intelligent expression which tells better than 
do words the value of the mind. Suddenly he said to me:
	 “Here are my two eldest children.” A girl of fourteen, who was 
almost a woman, and a boy of thirteen, in the dress of a pupil from a 
lycee, came forward in a hesitating and awkward manner, and I said 
in a low voice: “Are they yours?”
	 “Of course they are,” he replied laughing.
	 “How many have you?”
	 “Five! There are three more indoors.”
	 He said that in a proud, self-satisfied, almost triumphant 
manner, and I felt profound pity, mingled with a feeling of vague 
contempt for this vainglorious and simple reproducer of his species, 
who spent his nights in his country house in uxorious pleasures.
	 I got into a carriage, which he drove himself, and we set off 
through the town, a dull, sleepy, gloomy town where nothing was 
moving in the streets save a few dogs and two or three maidservants. 
Here and there a shopkeeper standing at his door took off his hat, and 
Simon returned the salute and told me the man’s name—no doubt 
to show me that he knew all the inhabitants personally. The thought 
struck me that he was thinking of becoming a candidate for the 
Chamber of Deputies, that dream of all who have buried themselves 
in the provinces.
	 We were soon out of the town; the carriage turned into a 
garden which had some pretensions to a park, and stopped in front of 
a turreted house, which tried to pass for a chateau.
	 “That is my den,” Simon said, so that he might be complimented 
on it, and I replied that it was delightful.
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	 A lady appeared on the steps, dressed up for a visitor, her 
hair done for a visitor, and with phrases ready prepared for a visitor. 
She was no longer the light-haired, insipid girl I had seen in church 
fifteen years previously, but a stout lady in curls and flounces, one of 
those ladies of uncertain age, without intellect, without any of those 
things which constitute a woman. In short she was a mother, a stout, 
commonplace mother, a human layer and brood mare, a machine of 
flesh which procreates, without mental care save for her children and 
her housekeeping book.
	 She welcomed me, and I went into the hall, where three 
children, ranged according to their height, were ranked for review, 
like firemen before a mayor. “Ah! ah! so there are the others?” said 
I. And Simon, who was radiant with pleasure, named them: “Jean, 
Sophie, and Gontran.”
	 The door of the drawing-room was open. I went in, and in 
the depths of an easy-chair I saw something trembling, a mail, an old, 
paralyzed man. Madame Radevin came forward and said: “This is my 
grandfather, Monsieur; he is eighty-seven.” And then she shouted into 
the shaking old man’s ears: “This is a friend of Simon’s, grandpapa.”
	 The old gentleman tried to say “Good day” to me, and he 
muttered: “Oua, oua, oua,” and waved his hand.
	 I took a seat saying: “You are very kind, Monsieur.”
	 Simon had just come in, and he said with a laugh: “So! You 
have made grandpapa’s acquaintance. He is priceless, is that old man. 
He is the delight of the children, and he is so greedy that he almost 
kills himself at every meal. You have no idea what he would eat if he 
were allowed to do as he pleased. But you will see, you will see. He 
looks all the sweets over as if they were so many girls. You have never 
seen anything funnier; you will see it presently.”
	 I was then shown to my room to change my dress for dinner, 
and hearing a great clatter behind me on the stairs, I turned round and 
saw that all the children were following me behind their father—to do 
me honor, no doubt.
	 My windows looked out on to a plain, a bare, interminable 
plain, an ocean of grass, of wheat, and of oats without a dump of trees 
or any rising ground, a striking and melancholy picture of the life 
which they must be leading in that house.
	 A bell rang; it was for dinner, and so I went downstairs. 
Madame Radevin took my arm in a ceremonious manner, and we went 
into the dining-room. A footman wheeled in the old man’s armchair, 
who gave a greedy and curious look at the dessert, as with difficulty 
he turned his shaking head from one dish to tie other.
	 Simon rubbed his hands, saying: “You will be amused.” All 
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the children understood that I was going to be indulged with the sight 
of their greedy grandfather and they began to laugh accordingly, 
while their mother merely smiled and shrugged her shoulders. Simon, 
making a speaking trumpet of his hands, shouted at the old man: 
“This evening there is sweet rice-cream,” and the wrinkled face of the 
grandfather brightened, he trembled violently all over, showing that 
he had understood and was very pleased. The dinner began.
	 “Just look!” Simon whispered. The grandfather did not like 
the soup, and refused to eat it; but he was made to, on account of his 
health. The footman forced the spoon into his mouth, while the old 
man blew energetically, so as not to swallow the soup, which was thus 
scattered like a stream of water on to the table and over his neighbors. 
The children shook with delight at the spectacle, while their father, 
who was also amused, said: “Isn’t the old man funny?”
	 During the whole meal they were all taken up solely with him. 
With his eyes he devoured the dishes which were put on the table, and 
with trembling hands tried to seize them and pull them to him. They 
put them almost within his reach to see his useless efforts, his trembling 
clutches at them, the piteous appeal of his whole nature, of his eyes, 
of his mouth, and of his nose as he smelled them. He slobbered on to 
his table napkin with eagerness, while uttering inarticulate grunts, and 
the whole family was highly amused at this horrible and grotesque 
scene.
	 Then they put a tiny morsel on to his plate, which he ate with 
feverish gluttony, in order to get something more as soon as possible. 
When the rice-cream was brought in, he nearly had a fit, and groaned 
with greediness. Gontran called out to him: “You have eaten too much 
already; you will have no more.” And they pretended not to give him 
any. Then he began to cry and tremble more violently than ever, while 
all the children laughed. At last, however, they gave him his helping, a 
very small piece. As he ate the first mouthful of the pudding, he made 
a comical and greedy noise in his throat, and a movement with his 
neck like ducks do, when they swallow too large a morsel, and then, 
when he had done, he began to stamp his feet, so as to get more.
	 I was seized with pity for this pitiable and ridiculous Tantalus, 
and interposed on his behalf: “Please, will you not give him a little 
more rice?”
	 But Simon, replied: “Oh! No my dear fellow, if he were to eat 
too much, it might harm him at his age.”
	 I held my tongue, and thought over these words. Oh! Ethics! 
Oh! Logic! Oh! Wisdom! At his age! So they deprived him of his only 
remaining pleasure out of regard for his health! His health! What 
would he do with it, inert and trembling wreck that he was? They were 
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taking care of his life, so they said. His life? How many days? Ten, 
twenty, fifty, or a hundred? Why? For his own sake? Or to preserve 
for some time longer, the spectacle of his impotent greediness in the 
family.
	 There was nothing left for him to do in this life, nothing 
whatever. He had one single wish left, one sole pleasure; why not 
grant him that last solace constantly, until he died?
	 After playing cards for a long time, I went up to my room and 
to bed; I was low-spirited and sad, sad, sad! I sat at my window, but I 
heard nothing but the beautiful warbling of a bird in a tree, somewhere 
in the distance. No doubt the bird was singing thus in a low voice 
during the night, to lull his mate, who was sleeping on her eggs.
	 And I thought of my poor friend’s five children, and to myself 
pictured him snoring by the side of his ugly wife.



182

THE LOVE OF MONEY



183

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

The Necklace
Guy de Maupassant

 

	 She was one of those pretty and charming girls, born by 
a blunder of destiny in a family of employees. She had 
no dowry, no expectations, no means of being known, 

understood, loved, married by a man rich and distinguished;and she 
let them make a match for her with a little clerk in the Department of 
Education. 	    
	 She was simple since she could not be adorned; but she was 
unhappy as though kept out of her own class; for women have no 
caste and no descent, their beauty, their grace, and their charm 
serving them instead of birth and fortune. Their native keenness, their 
instinctive elegance, their flexibility of mind, are their only hierarchy; 
and these make the daughters of the people the equals of the most 
lofty dames.	    
	 She suffered intensely, feeling herself born for every delicacy 
and every luxury. She suffered from the poverty of her dwelling, 
from the worn walls, the abraded chairs, the ugliness of the stuffs. 
All these things, which another woman of her caste would not even 
have noticed, tortured her and made her indignant. The sight of the 
little girl from Brittany who did her humble housework awoke in her 
desolated regrets and distracted dreams. She let her mind dwell on the 
quiet vestibules, hung with Oriental tapestries, lighted by tall lamps 
of bronze, and on the two tall footmen in knee breeches who dozed 
in the large armchairs, made drowsy by the heat of the furnace. She 
let her mind dwell on the large parlors, decked with old silk, with 
their delicate furniture, supporting precious bric-a-brac, and on the 
coquettish little rooms, perfumed, prepared for the five o’clock chat 
with the most intimate friends, men well known and sought after, 
whose attentions all women envied and desired.	    
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	 When she sat down to dine, before a tablecloth three days old, in 
front of her husband, who lifted the cover of the tureen, declaring with 
an air of satisfaction, “Ah, the good pot-au-feu. I don’t know anything 
better than that,” she was thinking of delicate repasts, with glittering 
silver, with tapestries peopling the walls with ancient figures and with 
strange birds in a fairy-like forest; she was thinking of exquisite dishes, 
served in marvelous platters, of compliment whispered and heard 
with a sphinx-like smile, while she was eating the rosy flesh of a trout 
or the wings of a quail.	   
	 She had no dresses, no jewelry, nothing. And she loved nothing 
else; she felt herself made for that only. She would so much have liked 
to please, to be envied, to be seductive and sought after.	    
  She had a rich friend, a comrade of her convent days, whom she did 
not want to go and see any more, so much did she suffer as she came 
away. And she wept all day long, from chagrin, from regret, from 
despair, and from distress.	    
	 But one evening her husband came in with a proud air, holding 
in his hand a large envelope.	    
	 “There,” said he, “there’s something for you.”	  
	 She quickly tore the paper and took out of it a printed card 
which bore these words:—	    
	 “The Minister of Education and Mme. Georges Rampouneau 
beg M. and Mme. Loisel to do them the honor to pass the evening with 
them at the palace of the Ministry, on Monday, January 18.”	   
	 Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she threw 
the invitation on the table with annoyance, murmuring—	   
	 “What do you want me to do with that?”	   
	 “But, my dear, I thought you would be pleased. You never go 
out, and here’s a chance, a fine one. I had the hardest work to get it. 
Everybody is after them; they are greatly sought for and not many are 
given to the clerks. You will see there all the official world.”	   
	 She looked at him with an irritated eye and she declared with 
impatience:—	   
	 “What do you want me to put on my back to go there?”	   
	 He had not thought of that; he hesitated:—	   
	 “But the dress in which you go to the theater. That looks very 
well to me—”	   
	 He shut up, astonished and distracted at seeing that his wife 
was weeping. Two big tears were descending slowly from the corners 
of the eyes to the corners of the mouth. He stuttered:—	   
	 What’s the matter? What’s the matter?”	   
	 But by a violent effort she had conquered her trouble, 
and she replied in a calm voice as she wiped her damp cheeks:—	
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	 “Nothing. Only I have no clothes, and in consequence I cannot 
go to this party. Give your card to some colleague whose wife has a 
better outfit than I.”	   
	 He was disconsolate. He began again:—	   
	 “See here, Mathilde, how much would this cost, a proper dress, 
which would do on other occasions; something very simple?”	  
	 She reflected a few seconds, going over her calculations, and 
thinking also of the sum which she might ask without meeting an 
immediate refusal and a frightened exclamation from the frugal clerk.	  
	 “At last, she answered hesitatingly:—	   
	 “I don’t know exactly, but it seems to me that with four 
hundred francs I might do it.”	   
	 He grew a little pale, for he was reserving just that sum to buy 
a gun and treat himself to a little shooting, the next summer, on the 
plain of Nanterre, with some friends who used to shoot larks there on 
Sundays.	   
	 But he said:—	   
	 “All right. I will give you four hundred francs. But take care to 
have a pretty dress.”	   
	 The day of the party drew near, and Mme. Loisel seemed sad, 
restless, anxious. Yet her dress was ready. One evening her husband 
said to her:—	   
	 “What’s the matter? Come, now, you have been quite queer 
these last three days.”	   
	 And she answered:—	   
	 “It annoys me not to have a jewel, not a single stone, to put on. 
I shall look like distress. I would almost rather not go to this party.”	   
	 He answered:—	   
	 “You will wear some natural flowers. They are very stylish this 
time of the year. For ten francs you will have two or three magnificent 
roses.”	   
	 But she was not convinced.	   
	 “No; there’s nothing more humiliating than to look poor 
among a lot of rich women.”	   
	 But her husband cried:—	   
	 “What a goose you are! Go find your friend, Mme. Forester, 
and ask her to lend you some jewelry. You know her well enough to 
do that.”	   
	 She gave a cry of joy:—	   
	 “That’s true. I had not thought of it.”	   
	 The next day she went to her friend’s and told her about her 
distress.	   
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	 Mme. Forester went to her mirrored wardrobe, took out a large 
casket, brought it, opened it, and said to Mme. Loisel:—	   
	 “Choose, my dear.”	   
	 She saw at first bracelets, then a necklace of pearls, then 
a Venetian cross of gold set with precious stones of an admirable 
workmanship. She tried on the ornaments before the glass, hesitated, 
and could not decide to take them off and to give them up. She kept on 
asking:—	   
	 “You haven’t anything else?”	   
	 “Yes, yes. Look. I do not know what will happen to please 
you.”	   
	 All at once she discovered, in a box of black satin, a superb 
necklace of diamonds, and her heart began to beat with boundless 
desire. Her hands trembled in taking it up. She fastened it round 
her throat, on her high dress, and remained in ecstasy before 
herself.	  
	 Then, she asked, hesitating, full of anxiety:—	   
	 “Can you lend me this, only this?”	   
	 “Yes, yes, certainly.”	   
	 She sprang to her friend’s neck, kissed her with ardor, and 
then escaped with her treasure.	   
  	 The day of the party arrived. Mme. Loisel was a success. She 
was the prettiest of them all, elegant, gracious, smiling, and mad with 
joy. All the men were looking at her, inquiring her name, asking to be 
introduced. All the attaches of the Cabinet wanted to dance with her. 
The Minister took notice of her. 	   
	 She danced with delight, with passion, intoxicated with 
pleasure, thinking of nothing, in the triumph of her beauty, in the 
glory of her success, in a sort of cloud of happiness made up of all 
these tributes, of all the admirations, of all these awakened desires, of 
this victory so complete and so sweet to a woman’s heart.	
	 She went away about four in the morning. Since midnight—
her husband has been dozing in a little anteroom with three other men 
whose wives were having a good time.	  
	 He threw over her shoulders the wraps he had brought to go 
home in, modest garments of every-day life, the poverty of which was 
out of keeping with the elegance of the ball dress. She felt this, and 
wanted to fly so as not to be noticed by the other women, who were 
wrapping themselves up in rich furs.	   
	 Loisel kept her back—	  
	 “Wait a minute; you will catch cold outside; I’ll call a 
cab.”	   
	 But she did not listen to him, and went downstairs rapidly. 
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When they were in the street, they could not find a carriage, and they 
set out in search of one, hailing the drivers whom they saw passing in 
the distance.	
	 They went down toward the Seine, disgusted, shivering. 
Finally, they found on the Quai one of those old night-hawk cabs 
which one sees in Paris only after night has fallen, as though they are 
ashamed of their misery in the daytime.	   
	 It brought them to their door, rue des Martyrs; and they went 
up their own stairs sadly. For her it was finished. And he was thinking 
that he would have to be at the Ministry at ten o’clock.	   
	 She took off the wraps with which she had covered her 
shoulders, before the mirror, so as to see herself once more in her 
glory. But suddenly she gave a cry. She no longer had the necklace 
around her throat!	   
	 Her husband, half undressed already, asked—	  
	 “What is the matter with you?”	   
	 She turned to him, terror-stricken:—	   
	 “I—I—I have not Mme. Forester’s diamond necklace!”	   
	 He jumped up, frightened—	   
	 “What? How? It is not possible!”	   
	 And they searched in the folds of the dress, in the folds of the 
wrap, in the pockets, everywhere. They did not find it.	   
	 He asked:—	   
	 “Are you sure you still had it when you left the ball?”	   
	 “Yes, I touched it in the vestibule of the Ministry.”	   
	 “But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall. 
It must be in the cab.”	   
	 “Yes. That is probable. Did you take the number?”	   
	 “No. And you—you did not even look at it?”	   
	 “No.”	   
	 They gazed at each other, crushed. At last Loisel dressed 
himself again.	   
	 “I’m going,” he said, “back the whole distance we came on 
foot, to see if I cannot find it.”	   
	 And he went out. She stayed there, in her ball dress, without 
strength to go to bed, overwhelmed, on a chair, without a fire, without 
a thought.	   
	 Her husband came back about seven o’clock. He had found 
nothing.	   
	 Then he went to police headquarters, to the newspapers to 
offer a reward, to the cab company; he did everything, in fact, that a 
trace of hope could urge him to.	   
	 She waited all day, in the same dazed state in face of this 



188

THE LOVE OF MONEY

horrible disaster.	   
	 Loisel came back in the evening, with his face worn and white; 
he had discovered nothing.	   
	 “You must write to your friend,” he said, “that you have 
broken the clasp of her necklace and that you are having it repaired. 
That will give us time to turn around.”	 
	 She wrote as he dictated.	   
	 At the end of a week they had lost all hope. And Loisel, aged 
by five years, declared:—	   
	 “We must see how we can replace those jewels.”	   
	 The next day they took the case which had held them to the 
jeweler whose name was in the cover. He consulted his books.	   
	 “It was not I, madam, who sold this necklace. I only supplied 
the case.”	   
	 Then they went from jeweler to jeweler, looking for a necklace 
like the other, consulting their memory,—sick both of them with grief 
and anxiety.	   
	 In a shop in the Palais Royal, they found a diamond necklace 
that seemed to them absolutely like the one they were seeking. It was 
priced forty thousand francs. They could have it for thirty-six.	  
	 They begged the jeweler not to sell it for three days. And they 
made a bargain that he should take it back for thirty-four thousand, if 
the first was found before the end of February.	  
	 Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs which his father 
had left him. He had to borrow the remainder.	  
	 He borrowed, asking a thousand francs from one, five hundred 
from another, five here, three louis there. He gave promissory notes, 
made ruinous agreements, dealt with usurers, with all kinds of lenders. 
He compromised the end of his life, risked his signature without even 
knowing whether it could be honored; and, frightened by all the 
anguish of the future, by the black misery which was about to settle 
down on him, by the perspective of all sorts of physical deprivations 
and of all sorts of moral tortures, he went to buy the new diamond 
necklace, laying down on the jeweler’s counter thirty-six thousand 
francs.	   
	 When Mme. Loisel took back the necklace to Mme. Forester, 
the latter said, with an irritated air:—	   
	 “You ought to have brought it back sooner, for I might have 
needed it.”	  
	 She did not open the case, which her friend had been fearing. 
If she had noticed the substitution, what would she have thought? 
What would she have said? Might she not have been taken for a 
thief?	
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	 Mme. Loisel learned the horrible life of the needy. She made 
the best of it, moreover, frankly, heroically. The frightful debt must be 
paid. She would pay it. They dismissed the servant; they changed their 
rooms; they took an attic under the roof.	   
	 She learned the rough work of the household, the odious labors 
of the kitchen. She washed the dishes, wearing out her pink nails on 
the greasy pots and the bottoms of the pans. She washed the dirty 
linen, the shirts and the towels, which she dried on a rope; she carried 
down the garbage to the street every morning, and she carried up the 
water, pausing for breath on every floor. And, dressed like a woman of 
the people, she went to the fruiterer, the grocer, the butcher, a basket 
on her arm, bargaining, insulted, fighting for her wretched money, sou 
by sou.	  
	 Every month they had to pay notes, to renew others to gain 
time.	  
	 The husband worked in the evening keeping up the books of a 
shopkeeper, and at night often he did copying at five sous the page.	  
	 And this life lasted ten years.	  
	 At the end of ten years they had paid everything back, 
everything, with the rates of usury and all the accumulation of heaped-
up interest.	  
	 Mme. Loisel seemed aged now. She had become the robust 
woman, hard and rough, of a poor household. Badly combed, with her 
skirts awry and her hands red, her voice was loud, and she washed the 
floor with splashing water.	  
	 But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat 
down by the window and she thought of that evening long ago, of that 
ball, where she had been so beautiful and so admired.	 
	 What would have happened if she had not lost that necklace? 
Who knows? Who knows? How singular life is, how changeable! What 
a little thing it takes to save you or to lose you.	 
	 Then, one Sunday, as she was taking a turn in the Champs 
Elysées, as a recreation after the labors of the week, she perceived 
suddenly a woman walking with a child. It was Mme. Forester, still 
young, still beautiful, still seductive.	  
	 Mme. Loisel felt moved. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. 
And now that she had paid up, she would tell her all. Why not?	  
	 She drew near.	 
	 “Good morning, Jeanne.”	  
	 The other did not recognize her, astonished to be hailed thus 
familiarly by this woman of the people. She hesitated—	  
	 “But—madam—I don’t know—are you not making a 
mistake?”	  
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	 “No. I am Mathilde Loisel.”	  
	 Her friend gave a cry—	  
	 “Oh!—My poor Mathilde, how you are changed.”	
	 “Yes, I have had hard days since I saw you, and many 
troubles,—and that because of you.”	  
	 “Of me?—How so?”	
	 “You remember that diamond necklace that you lent me to go 
to the ball at the Ministry?”	
	 “Yes. And then?”	
	 “Well, I lost it.”	 
	 “How can that be?—since you brought it back to me?”	
	 “I brought you back another just like it. And now for ten years 
we have been paying for it. You will understand that it was not easy for 
us, who had nothing. At last, it is done, and I am mighty glad.”	  
	 Mme. Forester had guessed.	  
	 “You say that you bought a diamond necklace to replace 
mine?”	 
	 “Yes. You did not notice it, even, did you? They were exactly 
alike?”	  
	 And she smiled with proud and naïve joy.	  
	 Mme. Forester, much moved, took her by both hands:—	  
	 “Oh, my poor Mathilde. But mine were false. At most they 
were worth five hundred francs!”	  
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Bertha
Guy de Maupassant

	 Dr. Bonnet, my old friend—one sometimes has friends 
older than one’s self—had often invited me to spend 
some time with him at Riom, and, as I did not know 

Auvergne, I made up my mind to visit him in the summer of 1876.
	 I arrived by the morning train, and the first person I saw on 
the platform was the doctor. He was dressed in a gray suit, and wore 
a soft, black, wide-brimmed, high-crowned felt hat, narrow at the top 
like a chimney pot, a hat which hardly any one except an Auvergnat 
would wear, and which reminded one of a charcoal burner. Dressed 
like that, the doctor had the appearance of an old young man, with his 
spare body under his thin coat, and his large head covered with white 
hair.
	 He embraced me with that evident pleasure which country 
people feel when they meet long-expected friends, and, stretching out 
his arm, he said proudly:
	 “This is Auvergne!” I saw nothing before me except a range of 
mountains, whose summits, which resembled truncated cones, must 
have been extinct volcanoes.
	 Then, pointing to the name of the station, he said:
	 “Riom, the fatherland of magistrates, the pride of the 
magistracy, and which ought rather to be the fatherland of doctors.”
	 “Why?” I, asked.
	 “Why?” he replied with a laugh. “If you transpose the letters, 
you have the Latin word ‘mori’, to die. That is the reason why I settled 
here, my young friend.”
	 And, delighted at his own joke, he carried me off, rubbing his 
hands.
	 As soon as I had swallowed a cup of coffee, he made me go 
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and see the town. I admired the druggist’s house, and the other noted 
houses, which were all black, but as pretty as bric-a-brac, with their 
facades of sculptured stone. I admired the statue of the Virgin, the 
patroness of butchers, and he told me an amusing story about this, 
which I will relate some other time, and then Dr. Bonnet said to me:
	 “I must beg you to excuse me for a few minutes while I go and 
see a patient, and then I will take you to Chatel-Guyon, so as to show 
you the general aspect of the town, and all the mountain chain of the 
Puy-de-Dome before lunch. You can wait for me outside; I shall only 
go upstairs and come down immediately.”
	 He left me outside one of those old, gloomy, silent, melancholy 
houses, which one sees in the provinces, and this one appeared to look 
particularly sinister, and I soon discovered the reason. All the large 
windows on the first floor were boarded half way up. The upper part 
of them alone could be opened, as if one had wished to prevent the 
people who were locked up in that huge stone box from looking into 
the street.
	 When the doctor came down again, I told him how it struck 
me, and he replied:
	 “You are quite right; the poor creature who is living there must 
never see what is going on outside. She is a madwoman, or rather an 
idiot, what you Normans would call a Niente. It is a miserable story, 
but a very singular pathological case at the same time. Shall I tell you?”
	 I begged him to do so, and he continued:
	 “Twenty years ago the owners of this house, who were my 
patients, had a daughter who was like all other girls, but I soon 
discovered that while her body became admirably developed, her 
intellect remained stationary.
	 “She began to walk very early, but she could not talk. At first I 
thought she was deaf, but I soon discovered that, although she heard 
perfectly, she did not understand anything that was said to her. Violent 
noises made her start and frightened her, without her understanding 
how they were caused.
	 “She grew up into a superb woman, but she was dumb, from 
an absolute want of intellect. I tried all means to introduce a gleam of 
intelligence into her brain, but nothing succeeded. I thought I noticed 
that she knew her nurse, though as soon as she was weaned, she failed 
to recognize her mother. She could never pronounce that word which 
is the first that children utter and the last which soldiers murmur when 
they are dying on the field of battle. She sometimes tried to talk, but 
she produced nothing but incoherent sounds.
	 “When the weather was fine, she laughed continually, and 
emitted low cries which might be compared to the twittering of birds; 
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when it rained she cried and moaned in a mournful, terrifying manner, 
which sounded like the howling of a dog before a death occurs in a 
house.
	 “She was fond of rolling on the grass, as young animals do, 
and of running about madly, and she would clap her hands every 
morning, when the sun shone into her room, and would insist, by 
signs, on being dressed as quickly as possible, so that she might get 
out.
	 “She did not appear to distinguish between people, between 
her mother and her nurse, or between her father and me, or between 
the coachman and the cook. I particularly liked her parents, who were 
very unhappy on her account, and went to see them nearly every day. 
I dined with them quite frequently, which enabled me to remark that 
Bertha (they had called her Bertha) seemed to recognize the various 
dishes, and to prefer some to others. At that time she was twelve years 
old, but as fully formed in figure as a girl of eighteen, and taller than I 
was. Then the idea struck me of developing her greediness, and by this 
means of cultivating some slight power of discrimination in her mind, 
and to force her, by the diversity of flavors, if not to reason, at any 
rate to arrive at instinctive distinctions, which would of themselves 
constitute a kind of process that was necessary to thought. Later on, by 
appealing to her passions, and by carefully making use of those which 
could serve our purpose, we might hope to obtain a kind of reaction 
on her intellect, and by degrees increase the unconscious action of her 
brain.
	 “One day I put two plates before her, one of soup, and the 
other of very sweet vanilla cream. I made her taste each of them 
successively, and then I let her choose for herself, and she ate the plate 
of cream. In a short time I made her very greedy, so greedy that it 
appeared as if the only idea she had in her head was the desire for 
eating. She perfectly recognized the various dishes, and stretched out 
her hands toward those that she liked, and took hold of them eagerly, 
and she used to cry when they were taken from her. Then I thought I 
would try and teach her to come to the dining-room when the dinner 
bell rang. It took a long time, but I succeeded in the end. In her vacant 
intellect a vague correlation was established between sound and taste, 
a correspondence between the two senses, an appeal from one to the 
other, and consequently a sort of connection of ideas—if one can call 
that kind of instinctive hyphen between two organic functions an 
idea—and so I carried my experiments further, and taught her, with 
much difficulty, to recognize meal times by the clock.
	 “It was impossible for me for a long time to attract her attention 
to the hands, but I succeeded in making her remark the clockwork 
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and the striking apparatus. The means I employed were very simple; I 
asked them not to have the bell rung for lunch, and everybody got up 
and went into the dining-room when the little brass hammer struck 
twelve o’clock, but I found great difficulty in making her learn to count 
the strokes. She ran to the door each time she heard the clock strike, 
but by degrees she learned that all the strokes had not the same value 
as far as regarded meals, and she frequently fixed her eyes, guided by 
her ears, on the dial of the clock.
	 “When I noticed that, I took care every day at twelve, and at 
six o’clock, to place my fingers on the figures twelve and six, as soon 
as the moment she was waiting for had arrived, and I soon noticed that 
she attentively followed the motion of the small brass hands, which I 
had often turned in her presence.
	 “She had understood! Perhaps I ought rather to say that she 
had grasped the idea. I had succeeded in getting the knowledge, or, 
rather, the sensation, of the time into her, just as is the case with carp, 
who certainly have no clocks, when they are fed every day exactly at 
the same time.
	 “When once I had obtained that result all the clocks and 
watches in the house occupied her attention almost exclusively. She 
spent her time in looking at them, listening to them, and in waiting 
for meal time, and once something very funny happened. The striking 
apparatus of a pretty little Louis XVI clock that hung at the head of her 
bed having got out of order, she noticed it. She sat for twenty minutes 
with her eyes on the hands, waiting for it to strike ten, but when the 
hands passed the figure she was astonished at not hearing anything; so 
stupefied was she, indeed, that she sat down, no doubt overwhelmed 
by a feeling of violent emotion such as attacks us in the face of some 
terrible catastrophe. And she had the wonderful patience to wait 
until eleven o’clock in order to see what would happen, and as she 
naturally heard nothing, she was suddenly either seized with a wild 
fit of rage at having been deceived and imposed upon by appearances, 
or else overcome by that fear which some frightened creature feels at 
some terrible mystery, and by the furious impatience of a passionate 
individual who meets with some obstacle; she took up the tongs from 
the fireplace and struck the clock so violently that she broke it to pieces 
in a moment.
	 “It was evident, therefore, that her, brain did act and calculate, 
obscurely it is true, and within very restricted limits, for I could never 
succeed in making her distinguish persons as she distinguished the 
time; and to stir her intellect, it was necessary to appeal to her passions, 
in the material sense of the word, and we soon had another, and alas! a 
very terrible proof of this!
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	 “She had grown up into a splendid girl, a perfect type of a 
race, a sort of lovely and stupid Venus. She was sixteen, and I have 
rarely seen such perfection of form, such suppleness and such regular 
features. I said she was a Venus; yes, a fair, stout, vigorous Venus, with 
large, bright, vacant eyes, which were as blue as the flowers of the flax 
plant; she had a large mouth with full lips, the mouth of a glutton, of 
a sensualist, a mouth made for kisses. Well, one morning her father 
came into my consulting room with a strange look on his face, and, 
sitting down without even replying to my greeting, he said:
	 “’I want to speak to you about a very serious matter. Would it 
be possible—would it be possible for Bertha to marry?’
	 “’Bertha to marry! Why, it is quite impossible!’
	 “’Yes, I know, I know,’ he replied. ‘But reflect, doctor. Don’t 
you think—perhaps—we hoped—if she had children—it would be a 
great shock to her, but a great happiness, and—who knows whether 
maternity might not rouse her intellect?’
	 “I was in a state of great perplexity. He was right, and it was 
possible that such a new situation, and that wonderful instinct of 
maternity, which beats in the hearts of the lower animals as it does 
in the heart of a woman, which makes the hen fly at a dog’s jaws to 
defend her chickens, might bring about a revolution, an utter change 
in her vacant mind, and set the motionless mechanism of her thoughts 
in motion. And then, moreover, I immediately remembered a personal 
instance. Some years previously I had owned a spaniel bitch who was 
so stupid that I could do nothing with her, but when she had had 
puppies she became, if not exactly intelligent, yet almost like many 
other dogs who had not been thoroughly broken.
	 “As soon as I foresaw the possibility of this, the wish to get 
Bertha married grew in me, not so much out of friendship for her and 
her poor parents as from scientific curiosity. What would happen? It 
was a singular problem. I said in reply to her father:
	 “’Perhaps you are right. You might make the attempt, but you 
will never find a man to consent to marry her.’
	 “’I have found somebody,’ he said, in a low voice.
	 “I was dumfounded, and said: ‘Somebody really suitable? 
Some one of your own rank and position in society?’
	 “’Decidedly,’ he replied.
	 “’Oh! And may I ask his name?’
	 “’I came on purpose to tell you, and to consult you. It is 
Monsieur Gaston du Boys de Lucelles.’
	 “I felt inclined to exclaim: ‘The wretch!’ But I held my tongue, 
and after a few moments’ silence I said:
	 “’Oh! Very good. I see nothing against it.’
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	 “The poor man shook me heartily by the hand.
	 “’She is to be married next month,’ he said.
	 “Monsieur Gaston du Boys de Lucelles was a scapegrace of 
good family, who, after having spent all that he had inherited from his 
father, and having incurred debts in all kinds of doubtful ways, had 
been trying to discover some other means of obtaining money, and 
he had discovered this method. He was a good-looking young fellow, 
and in capital health, but fast; one of that odious race of provincial 
fast men, and he appeared to me to be as suitable as anyone, and 
could be got rid of later by making him an allowance. He came to the 
house to pay his addresses and to strut about before the idiot girl, 
who, however, seemed to please him. He brought her flowers, kissed 
her hands, sat at her feet, and looked at her with affectionate eyes; 
but she took no notice of any of his attentions, and did not make any 
distinction between him and the other persons who were about her.
	 “However, the marriage took place, and you may guess how 
my curiosity was aroused. I went to see Bertha the next day to try and 
discover from her looks whether any feelings had been awakened in 
her, but I found her just the same as she was every day, wholly taken 
up with the clock and dinner, while he, on the contrary, appeared 
really in love, and tried to rouse his wife’s spirits and affection by little 
endearments and such caresses as one bestows on a kitten. He could 
think of nothing better.
	 “I called upon the married couple pretty frequently, and I 
soon perceived that the young woman knew her husband, and gave 
him those eager looks which she had hitherto only bestowed on sweet 
dishes.
	 “She followed his movements, knew his step on the stairs or in 
the neighboring rooms, clapped her hands when he came in, and her 
face was changed and brightened by the flames of profound happiness 
and of desire.
	 “She loved him with her whole body and with all her soul to 
the very depths of her poor, weak soul, and with all her heart, that poor 
heart of some grateful animal. It was really a delightful and innocent 
picture of simple passion, of carnal and yet modest passion, such as 
nature had implanted in mankind, before man had complicated and 
disfigured it by all the various shades of sentiment. But he soon grew 
tired of this ardent, beautiful, dumb creature, and did not spend more 
than an hour during the day with her, thinking it sufficient if he came 
home at night, and she began to suffer in consequence. She used to 
wait for him from morning till night with her eyes on the clock; she did 
not even look after the meals now, for he took all his away from home, 
Clermont, Chatel-Guyon, Royat, no matter where, as long as he was 
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not obliged to come home.
	 “She began to grow thin; every other thought, every other 
wish, every other expectation, and every confused hope disappeared 
from her mind, and the hours during which she did not see him 
became hours of terrible suffering to her. Soon he ceased to come home 
regularly of nights; he spent them with women at the casino at Royat 
and did not come home until daybreak. But she never went to bed 
before he returned. She remained sitting motionless in an easy-chair, 
with her eyes fixed on the hands of the clock, which turned so slowly 
and regularly round the china face on which the hours were painted.
	 “She heard the trot of his horse in the distance and sat up with a 
start, and when he came into the room she got up with the movements 
of an automaton and pointed to the clock, as if to say: ‘Look how late 
it is!’
	 “And he began to be afraid of this amorous and jealous, half-
witted woman, and flew into a rage, as brutes do; and one night he 
even went so far as to strike her, so they sent for me. When I arrived she 
was writhing and screaming in a terrible crisis of pain, anger, passion, 
how do I know what? Can one tell what goes on in such undeveloped 
brains?
	 “I calmed her by subcutaneous injections of morphine, and 
forbade her to see that man again, for I saw clearly that marriage 
would infallibly kill her by degrees.
	 “Then she went mad! Yes, my dear friend, that idiot went mad. 
She is always thinking of him and waiting for him; she waits for him 
all day and night, awake or asleep, at this very moment, ceaselessly. 
When I saw her getting thinner and thinner, and as she persisted in 
never taking her eyes off the clocks, I had them removed from the 
house. I thus made it impossible for her to count the hours, and to try 
to remember, from her indistinct reminiscences, at what time he used 
to come home formerly. I hope to destroy the recollection of it in time, 
and to extinguish that ray of thought which I kindled with so much 
difficulty.
	 “The other day I tried an experiment. I offered her my watch; 
she took it and looked at it for some time; then she began to scream 
terribly, as if the sight of that little object had suddenly awakened her 
memory, which was beginning to grow indistinct. She is pitiably thin 
now, with hollow and glittering eyes, and she walks up and down 
ceaselessly, like a wild beast in its cage; I have had gratings put on the 
windows, boarded them up half way, and have had the seats fixed to 
the floor so as to prevent her from looking to see whether he is coming.
	 “Oh! her poor parents! What a life they must lead!”
	 We had got to the top of the hill, and the doctor turned round 
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and said to me:
	 “Look at Riom from here.”
	 The gloomy town looked like some ancient city. Behind it a 
green, wooded plain studded with towns and villages, and bathed in a 
soft blue haze, extended until it was lost in the distance. Far away, on 
my right, there was a range of lofty mountains with round summits, or 
else cut off flat, as if with a sword, and the doctor began to enumerate 
the villages, towns and hills, and to give me the history of all of 
them. But I did not listen to him; I was thinking of nothing but the 
madwoman, and I only saw her. She seemed to be hovering over that 
vast extent of country like a mournful ghost, and I asked him abruptly:
	 “What has become of the husband?”
	 My friend seemed rather surprised, but after a few moments’ 
hesitation, he replied:
	 “He is living at Royat, on an allowance that they made him, 
and is quite happy; he leads a very fast life.”
	 As we were slowly going back, both of us silent and rather low-
spirited, an English dogcart, drawn by a thoroughbred horse, came up 
behind us and passed us rapidly. The doctor took me by the arm.
	 “There he is,” he said.
	 I saw nothing except a gray felt hat, cocked over one ear above 
a pair of broad shoulders, driving off in a cloud of dust. 
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A Spirit of Avarice
W.W. Jacobs

	 Mr. John Blows stood listening to the foreman with an 
air of lofty disdain. He was a free-born Englishman, 
and yet he had been summarily paid off at eleven 

o’clock in the morning and told that his valuable services would no 
longer be required. More than that, the foreman had passed certain 
strictures upon his features which, however true they might be, 
were quite irrelevant to the fact that Mr. Blows had been discovered 
slumbering in a shed when he should have been laying bricks.
	 “Take your ugly face off these ‘ere works,” said the foreman; 
“take it ‘ome and bury it in the back-yard. Anybody’ll be glad to lend 
you a spade.”
	 Mr. Blows, in a somewhat fluent reply, reflected severely on 
the foreman’s immediate ancestors, and the strange lack of good-
feeling and public spirit they had exhibited by allowing him to grow 
up.
	 “Take it ‘ome and bury it,” said the foreman again. “Not under 
any plants you’ve got a liking for.”
	 “I suppose,” said Mr. Blows, still referring to his foe’s parents, 
and now endeavouring to make excuses for them —”I s’pose they was 
so pleased, and so surprised when they found that you was a ‘uman 
being, that they didn’t mind anything else.”
	 He walked off with his head in the air, and the other men, 
who had partially suspended work to listen, resumed their labours. 
A modest pint at the Rising Sun revived his drooping spirits, and he 
walked home thinking of several things which he might have said to 
the foreman if he had only thought of them in time.
	 He paused at the open door of his house and, looking in, 
sniffed at the smell of mottled soap and dirty water which pervaded 
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it. The stairs were wet, and a pail stood in the narrow passage. From 
the kitchen came the sounds of crying children and a scolding mother. 
Master Joseph Henry Blows, aged three, was “holding his breath,” 
and the family were all aghast at the length of his performance. He 
re-covered it as his father entered the room, and drowned, without 
distressing himself, the impotent efforts of the others. Mrs. Blows 
turned upon her husband a look of hot inquiry.
	 “I’ve got the chuck,” he said, surlily.
	 “What, again?” said the unfortunate woman. “Yes, again,” 
repeated her husband.
	 Mrs. Blows turned away, and dropping into a chair threw her 
apron over her head and burst into discordant weeping. Two little 
Blows, who had ceased their outcries, resumed them again from sheer 
sympathy.
	 “Stop it,” yelled the indignant Mr. Blows; “stop it at once; d’ye 
hear?”
	 “I wish I’d never seen you,” sobbed his wife from behind her 
apron. “Of all the lazy, idle, drunken, good-for-nothing — —”
	 “Go on,” said Mr. Blows, grimly.
	 “You’re more trouble than you’re worth,” declared Mrs. Blows. 
“Look at your father, my dears,” she continued, taking the apron away 
from her face; “take a good look at him, and mind you don’t grow up 
like it.”
	 Mr. Blows met the combined gaze of his innocent offspring 
with a dark scowl, and then fell to moodily walking up and down 
the passage until he fell over the pail. At that his mood changed, and, 
turning fiercely, he kicked that useful article up and down the passage 
until he was tired.
	 “I’ve ‘ad enough of it,” he muttered. He stopped at the kitchen-
door and, putting his hand in his pocket, threw a handful of change on 
to the floor and swung out of the house.
	 Another pint of beer confirmed him in his resolution. He 
would go far away and make a fresh start in the world. The morning 
was bright and the air fresh, and a pleasant sense of freedom and 
adventure possessed his soul as he walked. At a swinging pace he 
soon left Gravelton behind him, and, coming to the river, sat down 
to smoke a final pipe before turning his back forever on a town which 
had treated him so badly.
	 The river murmured agreeably and the rushes stirred softly 
in the breeze; Mr. Blows, who could fall asleep on an upturned pail, 
succumbed to the influence at once; the pipe dropped from his mouth 
and he snored peacefully.
	 He was awakened by a choking scream, and, starting up 
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hastily, looked about for the cause. Then in the water he saw the little 
white face of Billy Clements, and wading in up to his middle he reached 
out and, catching the child by the hair, drew him to the bank and set 
him on his feet. Still screaming with terror, Billy threw up some of the 
water he had swallowed, and without turning his head made off in the 
direction of home, calling piteously upon his mother.
	 Mr. Blows, shivering on the bank, watched him out of sight, 
and, missing his cap, was just in time to see that friend of several 
seasons slowly sinking in the middle of the river. He squeezed the 
water from his trousers and, crossing the bridge, set off across the 
meadows.
	 His self-imposed term of bachelorhood lasted just three 
months, at the end of which time he made up his mind to enact the 
part of the generous husband and forgive his wife everything. He 
would not go into details, but issue one big, magnanimous pardon.
	 Full of these lofty ideas he set off in the direction of home 
again. It was a three-days’ tramp, and the evening of the third day saw 
him but a bare two miles from home. He clambered up the bank at 
the side of the road and, sprawling at his ease, smoked quietly in the 
moonlight.
	 A waggon piled up with straw came jolting and creaking 
toward him. The driver sat dozing on the shafts, and Mr. Blows smiled 
pleasantly as he recognized the first face of a friend he had seen for 
three months. He thrust his pipe in his pocket and, rising to his feet, 
clambered on to the back of the waggon, and lying face downward on 
the straw peered down at the unconscious driver below.
	 “I’ll give old Joe a surprise,” he said to himself. “He’ll be the 
first to welcome me back.”
	 “Joe,” he said, softly. “’Ow goes it, old pal?”
	 Mr. Joe Carter, still dozing, opened his eyes at the sound of his 
name and looked round; then, coming to the conclusion that he had 
been dreaming, closed them again.
	 “I’m a-looking at you, Joe,” said Mr. Blows, waggishly. “I can 
see you.”
	 Mr. Carter looked up sharply and, catching sight of the 
grinning features of Mr. Blows protruding over the edge of the straw, 
threw up his arms with a piercing shriek and fell off the shafts on to 
the road. The astounded Mr. Blows, raising himself on his hands, saw 
him pick himself up and, giving vent to a series of fearsome yelps, run 
clumsily back along the road.
	 “Joe!” shouted Mr. Blows. “J-o-o-oE!”
	 Mr. Carter put his hands to his ears and ran on blindly, while 
his friend, sitting on the top of the straw, regarded his proceedings 
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with mixed feelings of surprise and indignation.
	 “It can’t be that tanner ‘e owes me,” he mused, “and yet I don’t 
know what else it can be. I never see a man so jumpy.”
	 He continued to speculate while the old horse, undisturbed 
by the driver’s absence, placidly continued its journey. A mile farther, 
however, he got down to take the short cut by the fields.
	 “If Joe can’t look after his ‘orse and cart,” he said, primly, as he 
watched it along the road, “it’s not my business.”
	 The footpath was not much used at that time of night, and he 
only met one man. They were in the shadow of the trees which fringed 
the new cemetery as they passed, and both peered. The stranger was 
satisfied first and, to Mr. Blows’s growing indignation, first gave a leap 
backward which would not have disgraced an acrobat, and then made 
off across the field with hideous outcries.
	 “If I get ‘old of some of you,” said the offended Mr. Blows, “I’ll 
give you something to holler for.”
	 He pursued his way grumbling, and insensibly slackened 
his pace as he drew near home. A remnant of conscience which had 
stuck to him without encouragement for thirty-five years persisted 
in suggesting that he had behaved badly. It also made a few ill-bred 
inquiries as to how his wife and children had subsisted for the last 
three months. He stood outside the house for a short space, and then, 
opening the door softly, walked in.
	 The kitchen-door stood open, and his wife in a black dress sat 
sewing by the light of a smoky lamp. She looked up as she heard his 
footsteps, and then, without a word, slid from the chair full length to 
the floor.
	 “Go on,” said Mr. Blows, bitterly; “keep it up. Don’t mind me.”
	 Mrs. Blows paid no heed; her face was white and her eyes were 
closed. Her husband, with a dawning perception of the state of affairs, 
drew a mug of water from the tap and flung it over her. She opened 
her eyes and gave a faint scream, and then, scrambling to her feet, 
tottered toward him and sobbed on his breast.
	 “There, there,” said Mr. Blows. “Don’t take on; I forgive you.”
	 “Oh, John,” said his wife, sobbing convulsively, “I thought 
you was dead. I thought you was dead. It’s only a fortnight ago since 
we buried you!”
	 “Buried me?” said the startled Mr. Blows. “Buried me?”
	 “I shall wake up and find I’m dreaming,” wailed Mrs. Blows; “I 
know I shall. I’m always dreaming that you’re not dead. Night before 
last I dreamt that you was alive, and I woke up sobbing as if my ‘art 
would break.”
	 “Sobbing?” said Mr. Blows, with a scowl. “For joy, John,” 
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explained his wife.
	 Mr. Blows was about to ask for a further explanation of the 
mystery when he stopped, and regarded with much interest a fair-
sized cask which stood in one corner.
	 “A cask o’ beer,” he said, staring, as he took a glass from the 
dresser and crossed over to it. “You don’t seem to ‘ave taken much 
‘arm during my —my going after work.”
	 “We ‘ad it for the funeral, John,” said his wife; “leastways, we 
‘ad two; this is the second.”
	 Mr. Blows, who had filled the glass, set it down on the table 
untasted; things seemed a trifle uncanny.
	 “Go on,” said Mrs. Blows; “you’ve got more right to it than 
anybody else. Fancy ‘aving you here drinking up the beer for your 
own funeral.”
	 “I don’t understand what you’re a-driving at,” retorted Mr. 
Blows, drinking somewhat gingerly from the glass. ‘Ow could there 
be a funeral without me?”
	 “It’s all a mistake,” said the overjoyed Mrs. Blows; “we must 
have buried somebody else. But such a funeral, John; you would ha’ 
been proud if you could ha’ seen it. All Gravelton followed, nearly. 
There was the boys’ drum and fife band, and the Ancient Order of 
Camels, what you used to belong to, turned out with their brass band 
and banners —all the people marching four abreast and sometimes 
five.”
	 Mr. Blows’s face softened; he had no idea that he had 
established himself so firmly in the affections of his fellow-townsmen.
	 “Four mourning carriages,” continued his wife, “and the —the 
hearse, all covered in flowers so that you couldn’t see it ‘ardly. One 
wreath cost two pounds.”
	 Mr. Blows endeavoured to conceal his gratification beneath a 
mask of surliness. “Waste o’ money,” he growled, and stooping to the 
cask drew himself an-other glass of beer.
	 “Some o’ the gentry sent their carriages to follow,” said Mrs. 
Blows, sitting down and clasping her hands in her lap.
	 “I know one or two that ‘ad a liking for me,” said Mr. Blows, 
almost blushing.
	 “And to think that it’s all a mistake,” continued his wife. “But 
I thought it was you; it was dressed like you, and your cap was found 
near it.”
	 “H’m,” said Mr. Blows; “a pretty mess you’ve been and made 
of it. Here’s people been giving two pounds for wreaths and turning 
up with brass bands and banners because they thought it was me, and 
it’s all been wasted.”



204

THE LOVE OF MONEY

	 “It wasn’t my fault,” said his wife. “Little Billy Clements came 
running ‘ome the day you went away and said ‘e’d fallen in the water, 
and you’d gone in and pulled ‘im out. He said ‘e thought you was 
drownded, and when you didn’t come ‘ome I naturally thought so too. 
What else could I think?”
	 Mr. Blows coughed, and holding his glass up to the light 
regarded it with a preoccupied air.
	 “They dragged the river,” resumed his wife, “and found the 
cap, but they didn’t find the body till nine weeks afterward. There was 
a inquest at the Peal o’ Bells, and I identified you, and all that grand 
funeral was because they thought you’d lost your life saving little Billy. 
They said you was a hero.”
	 “You’ve made a nice mess of it,” repeated Mr. Blows.
	 “The rector preached the sermon,” continued his wife; “a 
beautiful sermon it was, too. I wish you’d been there to hear it; I should 
‘ave enjoyed it ever so much better. He said that nobody was more 
surprised than what ‘e was at your doing such a thing, and that it only 
showed ‘ow little we knowed our fellow-creatures. He said that it 
proved there was good in all of us if we only gave it a chance to come 
out.”
	 Mr. Blows eyed her suspiciously, but she sat thinking and 
staring at the floor.
	 “I s’pose we shall have to give the money back now,” she said, 
at last.
	 “Money!” said the other; “what money?”
	 “Money that was collected for us,” replied his wife. “One 
‘undered and eighty-three pounds seven shillings and fourpence.”
	 Mr. Blows took a long breath. “Ow much?” he said, faintly; 
“say it agin.”
	 His wife obeyed.
	 “Show it to me,” said the other, in trembling tones; “let’s ‘ave 
a look at it. Let’s ‘old some of it.”
	 “I can’t,” was the reply; “there’s a committee of the Camels 
took charge of it, and they pay my rent and allow me ten shillings a 
week. Now I s’pose it’ll have to be given back?”
	 “Don’t you talk nonsense,” said Mr. Blows, violently. “You go 
to them interfering Camels and say you want your money —all of it. 
Say you’re going to Australia. Say it was my last dying wish.”
	 Mrs. Blows puckered her brow.
	 “I’ll keep quiet upstairs till you’ve got it,” continued her 
husband, rapidly. “There was only two men saw me, and I can see 
now that they thought I was my own ghost. Send the kids off to your 
mother for a few days.”
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	 His wife sent them off next morning, and a little later was able 
to tell him that his surmise as to his friends’ mistake was correct. All 
Gravelton was thrilled by the news that the spiritual part of Mr. John 
Blows was walking the earth, and much exercised as to his reasons for 
so doing.
	 “Seemed such a monkey trick for ‘im to do,” complained Mr. 
Carter, to the listening circle at the Peal o’ Bells. “’I’m a-looking at you, 
Joe,’ he ses, and he waggled his ‘ead as if it was made of india-rubber.”
	 “He’d got something on ‘is mind what he wanted to tell you,” 
said a listener, severely; “you ought to ‘ave stopped, Joe, and asked ‘im 
what it was.”
	 “I think I see myself,” said the shivering Mr. Carter. “I think I 
see myself.”
	 “Then he wouldn’t ‘ave troubled you any more,” said the 
other.
	 Mr. Carter turned pale and eyed him fixedly. “P’r’aps it was 
only a death-warning,” said another man.
	 “What d’ye mean, ‘only a death-warning’?” demanded the 
unfortunate Mr. Carter; “you don’t know what you’re talking about.”
	 “I ‘ad an uncle o’ mine see a ghost once,” said a third man, 
anxious to relieve the tension.
	 “And what ‘appened?” inquired the first speaker. “I’ll tell you 
after Joe’s gone,” said the other, with rare consideration.
	 Mr. Carter called for some more beer and told the barmaid to 
put a little gin in it. In a pitiable state of “nerves” he sat at the extreme 
end of a bench, and felt that he was an object of unwholesome interest 
to his acquaintances. The finishing touch was put to his discomfiture 
when a well-meaning friend in a vague and disjointed way advised 
him to give up drink, swearing, and any other bad habits which he 
might have contracted.
	 The committee of the Ancient Order of Camels took the news 
calmly, and classed it with pink rats and other abnormalities. In reply to 
Mrs. Blows’s request for the capital sum, they expressed astonishment 
that she could be willing to tear herself away from the hero’s grave, 
and spoke of the pain which such an act on her part would cause him 
in the event of his being conscious of it. In order to show that they were 
reasonable men, they allowed her an extra shilling that week.
	 The hero threw the dole on the bedroom floor, and in a speech 
bristling with personalities, consigned the committee to perdition. The 
confinement was beginning to tell upon him, and two nights afterward, 
just before midnight, he slipped out for a breath of fresh air.
	 It was a clear night, and all Gravelton with one exception, 
appeared to have gone to bed. The exception was Police-constable 
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Collins, and he, after tracking the skulking figure of Mr. Blows and 
finally bringing it to bay in a doorway, kept his for a fort-night. As a 
sensible man, Mr. Blows took no credit to himself for the circumstance, 
but a natural feeling of satisfaction at the discomfiture of a member of 
a force for which he had long entertained a strong objection could not 
be denied.
	 Gravelton debated this new appearance with bated breath, and 
even the purblind committee of the Camels had to alter their views. 
They no longer denied the supernatural nature of the manifestations, 
but, with a strange misunderstanding of Mr. Blows’s desires, attributed 
his restlessness to dissatisfaction with the projected tombstone, and, 
having plenty of funds, amended their order for a plain stone at ten 
guineas to one in pink marble at twenty-five.
	 “That there committee,” said Mr. Blows to his wife, in a 
trembling voice, as he heard of the alteration —”that there committee 
seem to think that they can play about with my money as they like. 
You go and tell ‘em you won’t ‘ave it. And say you’ve given up the 
idea of going to Australia and you want the money to open a shop 
with. We’ll take a little pub somewhere.”
	 Mrs. Blows went, and returned in tears, and for two entire days 
her husband, a prey to gloom, sat trying to evolve fresh and original 
ideas for the possession of the money. On the evening of the second 
day he became low-spirited, and going down to the kitchen took a 
glass from the dresser and sat down by the beer-cask.
	 Almost insensibly he began to take a brighter view of things. 
It was Saturday night and his wife was out. He shook his head 
indulgently as he thought of her, and began to realise how foolish he 
had been to entrust such a delicate mission to a woman. The Ancient 
Order of Camels wanted a man to talk to them —a man who knew the 
world and could assail them with unanswerable arguments. Having 
applied every known test to make sure that the cask was empty, he 
took his cap from a nail and sallied out into the street.
	 Old Mrs. Martin, a neighbour, saw him first, and announced 
the fact with a scream that brought a dozen people round her. Bereft 
of speech, she mouthed dumbly at Mr. Blows.
	 “I ain’t touch —touched her,” said that gentleman, earnestly. 
“I ain’t — been near ‘er.”
	 The crowd regarded him wild-eyed. Fresh members came 
running up, and pushing for a front place fell back hastily on the main 
body and watched breathlessly. Mr. Blows, disquieted by their silence, 
renewed his protestations.
	 “I was coming ‘long — —”
	 He broke off suddenly and, turning round, gazed with some 
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heat at a gentleman who was endeavouring to ascertain whether an 
umbrella would pass through him. The investigator backed hastily 
into the crowd again, and a faint murmur of surprise arose as the 
indignant Mr. Blows rubbed the place.
	 “He’s alive, I tell you,” said a voice. “What cheer, Jack!”
	 “Ullo, Bill,” said Mr. Blows, genially.
	 Bill came forward cautiously, and, first shaking hands, satisfied 
himself by various little taps and prods that his friend was really alive.
	 “It’s all right,” he shouted; “come and feel.”
	 At least fifty hands accepted the invitation, and, ignoring 
the threats and entreaties of Mr. Blows, who was a highly ticklish 
subject, wandered briskly over his anatomy. He broke free at last and, 
supported by Bill and a friend, set off for the Peal o’ Bells.
	 By the time he arrived there his following had swollen to 
immense proportions. Windows were thrown up, and people standing 
on their doorsteps shouted inquiries. Congratulations met him on all 
sides, and the joy of Mr. Joseph Carter was so great that Mr. Blows was 
quite affected.
	 In high feather at the attention he was receiving, Mr. Blows 
pushed his way through the idlers at the door and ascended the short 
flight of stairs which led to the room where the members of the Ancient 
Order of Camels were holding their lodge. The crowd swarmed up 
after him.
	 The door was locked, but in response to his knocking it opened 
a couple of inches, and a gruff voice demanded his business. Then, 
before he could give it, the doorkeeper reeled back into the room, and 
Mr. Blows with a large following pushed his way in.
	 The president and his officers, who were sitting in state behind 
a long table at the end of the room, started to their feet with mingled 
cries of indignation and dismay at the intrusion. Mr. Blows, conscious 
of the strength of his position, walked up to them.
	 “Mr. Blows!” gasped the president.
	 “Ah, you didn’t expec’ see me,” said Mr. Blows, with a scornful 
laugh 	 “They’re trying do me, do me out o’ my lill bit o’ money, Bill.”
	 “But you ain’t got no money,” said his bewildered friend.
	 Mr. Blows turned and eyed him haughtily; then he confronted 
the staring president again.
	 “I’ve come for —my money,” he said, impressively — “one 
‘under-eighty pounds.”
	 “But look ‘ere,” said the scandalised Bill, tugging at his sleeve; 
“you ain’t dead, Jack.”
	 “You don’t understan’,” said Mr. Blows, impatiently. “They 
know wharri mean; one ‘undereighty pounds. They want to buy me 
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a tombstone, an’ I don’t want it. I want the money. Here, stop it! Dye 
hear?” The words were wrung from him by the action of the president, 
who, after eyeing him doubtfully during his remarks, suddenly 
prodded him with the butt-end of one of the property spears which 
leaned against his chair. The solidity of Mr. Blows was unmistakable, 
and with a sudden resumption of dignity the official seated himself 
and called for silence.
	 “I’m sorry to say there’s been a bit of a mistake made,” he said, 
slowly, “but I’m glad to say that Mr. Blows has come back to support 
his wife and family with the sweat of his own brow. Only a pound 
or two of the money so kindly subscribed has been spent, and the 
remainder will be handed back to the subscribers.”
	 “Here,” said the incensed Mr. Blows, “listen me.”
	 “Take him away,” said the president, with great dignity. “Clear 
the room. Strangers outside.”
	 Two of the members approached Mr. Blows and, placing their 
hands on his shoulders, requested him to withdraw. He went at last, 
the centre of a dozen panting men, and becoming wedged on the 
narrow staircase, spoke fluently on such widely differing subjects as 
the rights of man and the shape of the president’s nose.
	 He finished his remarks in the street, but, becoming aware at 
last of a strange lack of sympathy on the part of his audience, he shook 
off the arm of the faithful Mr. Carter and stalked moodily home.
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The Soul Of Nicholas Snyders,  
Or The Miser Of Zandam

Jerome K. Jerome

	 Once upon a time in Zandam, which is by the Zuider 
Zee, there lived a wicked man named Nicholas 
Snyders. He was mean and hard and cruel, and loved 

but one thing in the world, and that was gold. And even that not 
for its own sake. He loved the power gold gave him—the power to 
tyrannize and to oppress, the power to cause suffering at his will. They 
said he had no soul, but there they were wrong. All men own—or, to 
speak more correctly, are owned by—a soul; and the soul of Nicholas 
Snyders was an evil soul. He lived in the old windmill which still is 
standing on the quay, with only little Christina to wait upon him and 
keep house for him. Christina was an orphan whose parents had died 
in debt. Nicholas, to Christina’s everlasting gratitude, had cleared their 
memory—it cost but a few hundred florins—in consideration that 
Christina should work for him without wages. Christina formed his 
entire household, and only one willing visitor ever darkened his door, 
the widow Toelast. Dame Toelast was rich and almost as great a miser 
as Nicholas himself. “Why should not we two marry?” Nicholas had 
once croaked to the widow Toelast. “Together we should be masters of 
all Zandam.” Dame Toelast had answered with a cackling laugh; but 
Nicholas was never in haste. 
	 One afternoon Nicholas Snyders sat alone at his desk in the 
centre of the great semi-circular room that took up half the ground 
floor of the windmill, and that served him for an office, and there came 
a knocking at the outer door. 
	 “Come in!” cried Nicholas Snyders. He spoke in a tone quite 
kind for Nicholas Snyders. He felt so sure it was Jan knocking at the 
door —Jan Van der Voort, the young sailor, now master of his own ship, 
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come to demand of him the hand of little Christina. In anticipation, 
Nicholas Snyders tasted the joy of dashing Jan’s hopes to the ground; 
of hearing him plead, then rave; of watching the growing pallor that 
would overspread Jan’s handsome face as Nicholas would, point by 
point, explain to him the consequences of defiance—how, firstly, Jan’s 
old mother should be turned out of her home, his old father put into 
prison for debt; how, secondly, Jan himself should be pursued without 
remorse, his ship be bought over his head before he could complete the 
purchase. The interview would afford to Nicholas Snyders sport after 
his own soul. Since Jan’s return the day before, he had been looking 
forward to it.
	 Therefore, feeling sure it was Jan, he cried “Come in!” quite 
cheerily.
	 But it was not Jan. It was somebody Nicholas Snyders had 
never set eyes on before. And neither, after that one visit, did Nicholas 
Snyders ever set eyes upon him again. The light was fading, and 
Nicholas Snyders was not the man to light candles before they were 
needed, so that he was never able to describe with any precision the 
stranger’s appearance. Nicholas thought he seemed an old man, but 
alert in all his movements; while his eyes—the one thing about him 
Nicholas saw with any clearness—were curiously bright and piercing. 
	 “Who are you?” asked Nicholas Snyders, taking no pains to 
disguise his disappointment.
	 “I am a pedlar,” answered the stranger. His voice was clear 
and not unmusical, with just the suspicion of roguishness behind.
	 “Not wanting anything,” answered Nicholas Snyders drily. 
“Shut the door and be careful of the step.”
	 But instead the stranger took a chair and drew it nearer, and, 
himself in shadow, looked straight into Nicholas Snyders’ face and 
laughed.
	 Are you quite sure, Nicholas Snyders? Are you quite sure there 
is nothing you require?”
	 “Nothing,” growled Nicholas Snyders—”except the sight of 
your back.” The stranger bent forward, and with his long, lean hand 
touched Nicholas Snyders playfully upon the knee. “Wouldn’t you 
like a soul, Nicholas Snyders?” he asked. 
	 “Think of it,” continued the strange pedlar, before Nicholas 
could recover power of speech. “For forty years you have drunk the 
joy of being mean and cruel. Are you not tired of the taste, Nicholas 
Snyders? Wouldn’t you like a change? Think of it, Nicholas Snyders 
—the joy of being loved, of hearing yourself blessed, instead of cursed! 
Wouldn’t it be good fun, Nicholas Snyders—just by way of a change? 
If you don’t like it, you can return and be yourself again.” 
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	 What Nicholas Snyders, recalling all things afterwards, could 
never understand was why he sat there, listening in patience to 
the stranger’s talk; for, at the time, it seemed to him the jesting of a 
wandering fool. But something about the stranger had impressed him. 
	 “I have it with me,” continued the odd pedlar; “and as for price 
—” The stranger made a gesture indicating dismissal of all sordid 
details. “I look for my reward in watching the result of the experiment. 
I am something of a philosopher. I take an interest in these matters. 
See.”
	 The stranger dived between his legs and produced from his 
pack a silver flask of cunning workmanship and laid it on the table.
	 “Its flavour is not unpleasant,” explained the stranger. “A little 
bitter; but one does not drink it by the goblet: a wineglassful, such 
as one would of old Tokay, while the mind of both is fixed on the 
same thought: ‘May my soul pass into him, may his pass into me!’ The 
operation is quite simple: the secret lies within the drug.” The stranger 
patted the quaint flask as though it had been some little dog. 
	 “You will say: ‘Who will exchange souls with Nicholas 
Snyders?’” The stranger appeared to have come prepared with an 
answer to all questions. “My friend, you are rich; you need not fear. It 
is the possession men value the least of all they have. Choose your soul 
and drive your bargain. I leave that to you with one word of counsel 
only: you will find the young readier than the old—the young, to 
whom the world promises all things for gold. Choose you a fine, fair, 
fresh, young soul, Nicholas Snyders; and choose it quickly. Your hair 
is somewhat grey, my friend. Taste, before you die, the joy of living.” 
	 The strange pedlar laughed and, rising, closed his pack. 
Nicholas Snyders neither moved nor spoke, until with the soft clanging 
of the massive door his senses returned to him. Then, seizing the flask 
the stranger had left behind him, he sprang from his chair, meaning to 
fling it after him into the street. But the flashing of the firelight on its 
burnished surface stayed his hand. 
	 “After all, the case is of value,” Nicholas chuckled, and put the 
flask aside and, lighting the two tall candles, buried himself again in 
his green-bound ledger. Yet still from time to time Nicholas Snyders’ 
eye would wander to where the silver flask remained half hidden 
among dusty papers. And later there came again a knocking at the 
door, and this time it really was young Jan who entered. 
	 Jan held out his great hand across the littered desk.
	 “We parted in anger, Nicholas Snyders. It was my fault. You 
were in the right. I ask you to forgive me. I was poor. It was selfish of 
me to wish the little maid to share with me my poverty. But now I am 
no longer poor.” 
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	 “Sit down,” responded Nicholas in kindly tone. “I have heard 
of it. So now you are master and the owner of your ship—your very 
own.”
	 “My very own after one more voyage,” laughed Jan. “I have 
Burgomaster Allart’s promise.”
	 “A promise is not a performance,” hinted Nicholas. 
“Burgomaster Allart is not a rich man; a higher bid might tempt him. 
Another might step in between you and become the owner.”
	 Jan only laughed. “Why, that would be the work of an enemy, 
which, God be praised, I do not think that I possess.”
	 “Lucky lad!” commented Nicholas; “so few of us are without 
enemies. And your parents, Jan, will they live with you?”
	 “We wished it,” answered Jan, “both Christina and I. But the 
mother is feeble. The old mill has grown into her life.”
	 “I can understand,” agreed Nicholas. “The old vine torn from 
the old wall withers. And your father, Jan; people will gossip. The mill 
is paying?”
	 Jan shook his head. “It never will again; and the debts haunt 
him. But all that, as I tell him, is a thing of the past. His creditors have 
agreed to look to me and wait.” 
	 “All of them?” queried Nicholas.
	 “All of them I could discover,” laughed Jan.
	 Nicholas Snyders pushed back his chair and looked at Jan 
with a smile upon his wrinkled face. “And so you and Christina have 
arranged it all?” 
	 “With your consent, sir,” answered Jan.
	 “You will wait for that?” asked Nicholas.
	 “We should like to have it, sir.” Jan smiled, but the tone of his 
voice fell agreeably on Nicholas Snyders’ ear. Nicholas Snyders loved 
best beating the dog that, growled and showed its teeth. 
	 “Better not wait for that,” said Nicholas Snyders. “You might 
have to wait long.”
	 Jan rose, an angry flush upon his face. “So nothing changes 
you, Nicholas Snyders. Have it your own way, then.” 
	 “You will marry her in spite of me?”
	 “In spite of you and of your friends the fiends, and of your 
master the Devil!” flung out Jan. For Jan had a soul that was generous 
and brave and tender and excessively short-tempered. Even the best of 
souls have their failings. 
	 “I am sorry,” said old Nicholas.
	 “I am glad to hear it,” answered Jan.
	 “I am sorry for your mother,” explained Nicholas. “The poor 
dame, I fear, will be homeless in her old age. The mortgage shall be 
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foreclosed, Jan, on your wedding-day. I am sorry for your father, Jan. 
His creditors, Jan—you have overlooked just one. I am sorry for him, 
Jan. Prison has always been his dread. I am sorry even for you, my 
young friend. You will have to begin life over again. Burgomaster 
Allart is in the hollow of my hand. I have but to say the word, your 
ship is mine. I wish you joy of your bride, my young friend. You must 
love her very dearly—you will be paying a high price for her.” 
	 It was Nicholas Snyders’ grin that maddened Jan. He sought 
for something that, thrown straight at the wicked mouth, should 
silence it, and by chance his hand lighted on the pedlar’s silver flask. 
In the same instance Nicholas Snyders’ hand had closed upon it also. 
The grin had died away. 
	 “Sit down,” commanded Nicholas Snyders. “Let us talk 
further.” And there was that in his voice that compelled the younger 
man’s obedience.
	 “You wonder, Jan, why I seek always anger and hatred. I 
wonder at times myself. Why do generous thoughts never come to me, 
as to other men! Listen, Jan; I am in a whimsical mood. Such things 
cannot be, but it is a whim of mine to think it might have been. Sell me 
your soul, Jan, sell me your soul, that I, too, may taste this love and 
gladness that I hear about. For a little while, Jan, only for a little while, 
and I will give you all you desire.” 
	 The old man seized his pen and wrote.
	 “See, Jan, the ship is yours beyond mishap; the mill goes free; 
your father may hold up his head again. And all I ask, Jan, is that you 
drink to me, willing the while that your soul may go from you and 
become the soul of old Nicholas Snyders—for a little while, Jan, only 
for a little while.” 
	 With feverish hands the old man had drawn the stopper 
from the pedlar’s flagon, had poured the wine into twin glasses. Jan’s 
inclination was to laugh, but the old man’s eagerness was almost 
frenzy. Surely he was mad; but that would not make less binding the 
paper he had signed. A true man does not jest with his soul, but the 
face of Christina was shining down on Jan from out the gloom. 
	 “You will mean it?” whispered Nicholas Snyders.
	 “May my soul pass from me and enter into Nicholas Snyders!” 
answered Jan, replacing his empty glass upon the table. And the two 
stood looking for a moment into one another’s eyes. 
	 And the high candles on the littered desk flickered and went 
out, as though a breath had blown them, first one and then the other.
	 “I must be getting home,” came the voice of Jan from the 
darkness. “Why did you blow out the candles?” 
	 “We can light them again from the fire,” answered Nicholas. 
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He did not add that he had meant to ask that same question of Jan. He 
thrust them among the glowing logs, first one and then the other; and 
the shadows crept back into their corners.
	 “You will not stop and see Christina?” asked Nicholas.
	 “Not to-night,” answered Jan.
	 “The paper that I signed,” Nicholas reminded him—”you 
have it?”
	 “I had forgotten it,” Jan answered.
	 The old man took it from the desk and handed it to him. Jan 
thrust it into his pocket and went out. Nicholas bolted the door behind 
him and returned to his desk; sat long there, his elbow resting on the 
open ledger.
	 Nicholas pushed the ledger aside and laughed. “What foolery! 
As if such things could be! The fellow must have bewitched me.”
	 Nicholas crossed to the fire and warmed his hands before the 
blaze. “Still, I am glad he is going to marry the little lass. A good lad, a 
good lad.”
	 Nicholas must have fallen asleep before the fire. When he 
opened his eyes, it was to meet the grey dawn. He felt cold, stiff, 
hungry, and decidedly cross. Why had not Christina woke him up 
and given him his supper. Did she think he had intended to pass the 
night on a wooden chair? The girl was an idiot. He would go upstairs 
and tell her through the door just what he thought of her.
	 His way upstairs led through the kitchen. To his astonishment, 
there sat Christina, asleep before the burnt-out grate.
	 “Upon my word,” muttered Nicholas to himself, “people in 
this house don’t seem to know what beds are for!”
	 But it was not Christina, so Nicholas told himself. Christina 
had the look of a frightened rabbit: it had always irritated him. This 
girl, even in her sleep, wore an impertinent expression—a delightfully 
impertinent expression. Besides, this girl was pretty—marvelously 
pretty. Indeed, so pretty a girl Nicholas had never seen in all his life 
before. Why had the girls, when Nicholas was young, been so entirely 
different! A sudden bitterness seized Nicholas: it was as though he had 
just learnt that long ago, without knowing it, he had been robbed.
	 The child must be cold. Nicholas fetched his fur-lined cloak 
and wrapped it about her.
	 There was something else he ought to do. The idea came to 
him while drawing the cloak around her shoulders, very gently, not to 
disturb her —something he wanted to do, if only he could think what 
it was. The girl’s lips were parted. She appeared to be speaking to him, 
asking him to do this thing—or telling him not to do it. Nicholas could 
not be sure which. Half a dozen times he turned away, and half a 
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dozen times stole back to where she sat sleeping with that delightfully 
impertinent expression on her face, her lips parted. But what she 
wanted, or what it was he wanted, Nicholas could not think.
	 Perhaps Christina would know. Perhaps Christina would 
know who she was and how she got there. Nicholas climbed the stairs, 
swearing at them for creaking.
	 Christina’s door was open. No one was in the room; the bed 
had not been slept upon. Nicholas descended the creaking stairs.
	 The girl was still asleep. Could it be Christina herself? Nicholas 
examined the delicious features one by one. Never before, so far as he 
could recollect, had he seen the girl; yet around her neck—Nicholas 
had not noticed it before—lay Christina’s locket, rising and falling 
as she breathed. Nicholas knew it well; the one thing belonging to 
her mother Christina had insisted on keeping. The one thing about 
which she had ever defied him. She would never have parted with that 
locket. It must be Christina herself. But what had happened to her? Or 
to himself. Remembrance rushed in upon him. The odd pedlar! The 
scene with Jan! But surely all that had been a dream? Yet there upon 
the littered desk still stood the pedlar’s silver flask, together with the 
twin stained glasses.
	 Nicholas tried to think, but his brain was in a whirl. A ray of 
sunshine streaming through the window fell across the dusty room. 
Nicholas had never seen the sun, that he could recollect. Involuntarily 
he stretched his hands towards it, felt a pang of grief when it vanished, 
leaving only the grey light. He drew the rusty bolts, flung open the 
great door. A strange world lay before him, a new world of lights and 
shadows, that wooed him with their beauty—a world of low, soft 
voices that called to him. There came to him again that bitter sense of 
having been robbed.
	 “I could have been so happy all these years,” murmured old 
Nicholas to himself. “It is just the little town I could have loved—so 
quaint, so quiet, so homelike. I might have had friends, old cronies, 
children of my own maybe —”
	 A vision of the sleeping Christina flashed before his eyes. She 
had come to him a child, feeling only gratitude towards him. Had he 
had eyes with which to see her, all things might have been different.
	 Was it too late? He is not so old—not so very old. New life is 
in his veins. She still loves Jan, but that was the Jan of yesterday. In the 
future, Jan’s every word and deed will be prompted by the evil soul 
that was once the soul of Nicholas Snyders—that Nicholas Snyders 
remembers well. Can any woman love that, let the case be as handsome 
as you will?
	 Ought he, as an honest man, to keep the soul he had won from 
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Jan by what might be called a trick? Yes, it had been a fair bargain, and 
Jan had taken his price. Besides, it was not as if Jan had fashioned his 
own soul; these things are chance. Why should one man be given gold, 
and another be given parched peas? He has as much right to Jan’s soul 
as Jan ever had. He is wiser, he can do more good with it. It was Jan’s 
soul that loved Christina; let Jan’s soul win her if it can. And Jan’s 
soul, listening to the argument, could not think of a word to offer in 
opposition.
	 Christina was still asleep when Nicholas re-entered the 
kitchen. He lighted the fire and cooked the breakfast and then aroused 
her gently. There was no doubt it was Christina. The moment her 
eyes rested on old Nicholas, there came back to her the frightened 
rabbit look that had always irritated him. It irritated him now, but the 
irritation was against himself.
	 “You were sleeping so soundly when I came in last night—” 
Christina commenced.
	 “And you were afraid to wake me,” Nicholas interrupted her. 
“You thought the old curmudgeon would be cross. Listen, Christina. 
You paid off yesterday the last debt your father owed. It was to an old 
sailor —I had not been able to find him before. Not a cent more do you 
owe, and there remains to you, out of your wages, a hundred florins. It 
is yours whenever you like to ask me for it.”
	 Christina could not understand, neither then nor during the 
days that followed; nor did Nicholas enlighten her. For the soul of Jan 
had entered into a very wise old man, who knew that the best way 
to live down the past is to live boldly the present. All that Christina 
could be sure of was that the old Nicholas Snyders had mysteriously 
vanished, that in his place remained a new Nicholas, who looked 
at her with kindly eyes—frank and honest, compelling confidence. 
Though Nicholas never said so, it came to Christina that she herself, 
her sweet example, her ennobling influence it was that had wrought 
this wondrous change. And to Christina the explanation seemed not 
impossible—seemed even pleasing.
	 The sight of his littered desk was hateful to him. Starting early 
in the morning, Nicholas would disappear for the entire day, returning 
in the evening tired but cheerful, bringing with him flowers that 
Christina laughed at, telling him they were weeds. But what mattered 
names? To  Nicholas they were beautiful. In Zandam the children ran 
from him, the dogs barked after him. So Nicholas, escaping through 
byways, would wander far into the country. Children in the villages 
around came to know a kind old fellow who loved to linger, his hands 
resting on his staff, watching their play, listening to their laughter; 
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whose ample pockets were storehouses of good things. Their elders, 
passing by, would whisper to one another how like he was in features 
to wicked old Nick, the miser of Zandam, and would wonder where 
he came from. Nor was it only the faces of the children that taught 
his lips to smile. It troubled him at first to find the world so full of 
marvellously pretty girls—of pretty women also, all more or less 
lovable. It bewildered him. Until he found that, notwithstanding, 
Christina remained always in his thoughts the prettiest, the most 
lovable of them all. Then every pretty face rejoiced him: it reminded 
him of Christina.
	 On his return the second day, Christina had met him with 
sadness in her eyes. Farmer Beerstraater, an old friend of her father’s, 
had called to see Nicholas; not finding Nicholas, had talked a little 
with Christina. A hardhearted creditor was turning him out of his 
farm. Christina pretended not to know that the creditor was Nicholas 
himself, but marvelled that such wicked men could be. Nicholas said 
nothing, but the next day Farmer Beerstraater had called again, all 
smiles, blessings, and great wonder.
	 “But what can have come to him?” repeated Farmer Beerstraater 
over and over.
	 Christina had smiled and answered that perhaps the good God 
had touched his heart; but thought to herself that perhaps it had been 
the good influence of another. The tale flew. Christina found herself 
besieged on every hand, and, finding her intercessions invariably 
successful, grew day by day more pleased with herself, and by 
consequence more pleased with Nicholas Snyders. For Nicholas was 
a cunning old gentleman. Jan’s soul in him took delight in undoing 
the evil the soul of Nicholas had wrought. But the brain of Nicholas 
Snyders that remained to him whispered: “Let the little maid think it 
is all her doing.”
	 The news reached the ears of Dame Toelast. The same evening 
saw her seated in the inglenook opposite Nicholas Snyders, who 
smoked and seemed bored.
	 “You are making a fool of yourself, Nicholas Snyders,” the 
Dame told him. “Everybody is laughing at you.”
	 “I had rather they laughed than cursed me,” growled Nicholas.
	 “Have you forgotten all that has passed between us?” 
demanded the Dame.
	 “Wish I could,” sighed Nicholas.
	 “At your age—” commenced the Dame.
	 “I am feeling younger than I ever felt in all my life,” Nicholas 
interrupted her.
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	 “You don’t look it,” commented the Dame.
	 “What do looks matter?” snapped Nicholas. “It is the soul of a 
man that is the real man.”
	 “They count for something, as the world goes,” explained the 
Dame. “Why, if I liked to follow your example and make a fool of 
myself, there are young men, fine young men, handsome young men 
—”
	 “Don’t let me stand in your way,” interposed Nicholas quickly. 
“As you say, I am old and I have a devil of a temper. There must be 
many better men than I am, men more worthy of you.”
	 “I don’t say there are not,” returned the Dame: “but nobody 
more suitable. Girls for boys, and old women for old men. I haven’t 
lost my wits, Nicholas Snyders, if you have. When you are yourself 
again —”
	 Nicholas Snyders sprang to his feet. “I am myself,” he cried, 
“and intend to remain myself! Who dares say I am not myself?”
	 “I do,” retorted the Dame with exasperating coolness. 
“Nicholas Snyders is not himself when at the bidding of a pretty-faced 
doll he flings his money out of the window with both hands. He is 
a creature bewitched, and I am sorry for him. She’ll fool you for the 
sake of her friends till you haven’t a cent left, and then she’ll laugh 
at you. When you are yourself, Nicholas Snyders, you will be crazy 
with yourself —remember that.” And Dame Toelast marched out and 
slammed the door behind her.
	 “Girls for boys, and old women for old men.” The phrase kept 
ringing in his ears. Hitherto his new-found happiness had filled his 
life, leaving no room for thought. But the old Dame’s words had sown 
the seed of reflection.
	 Was Christina fooling him? The thought was impossible. 
Never once had she pleaded for herself, never once for Jan. The evil 
thought was the creature of Dame Toelast’s evil mind. Christina loved 
him. Her face brightened at his coming. The fear of him had gone out 
of her; a pretty tyranny had replaced it. But was it the love that he 
sought? Jan’s soul in old Nick’s body was young and ardent. It desired 
Christina not as a daughter, but as a wife. Could it win her in spite of 
old Nick’s body? The soul of Jan was an impatient soul. Better to know 
than to doubt.
	 “Do not light the candles; let us talk a little by the light of 
the fire only,” said Nicholas. And Christina, smiling, drew her chair 
towards the blaze. But Nicholas sat in the shadow.
	 “You grow more beautiful every day, Christina,” said Nicholas-
”sweeter and more womanly. He will be a happy man who calls you 
wife.”



219

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

	 The smile passed from Christina’s face. “I shall never marry,” 
she answered. “Never is a long word, little one.”
	 “A true woman does not marry the man she does not love.”
	 “But may she not marry the man she does?” smiled Nicholas.
	 “Sometimes she may not,” Christina explained.
	 “And when is that?”
	 Christina’s face was turned away. “When he has ceased to love 
her.”
	 The soul in old Nick’s body leapt with joy. “He is not worthy 
of you, Christina. His new fortune has changed him. Is it not so? He 
thinks only of money. It is as though the soul of a miser had entered 
into him. He would marry even Dame Toelast for the sake of her gold-
bags and her broad lands and her many mills, if only she would have 
him. Cannot you forget him?”
	 “I shall never forget him. I shall never love another man. I try 
to hide it; and often I am content to find there is so much in the world 
that I can do. But my heart is breaking.” She rose and, kneeling beside 
him, clasped her hands around him. “I am glad you have let me tell 
you,” she said. “But for you I could not have borne it. You are so good 
to me.”
	 For answer he stroked with his withered hand the golden hair 
that fell disordered about his withered knees. She raised her eyes to 
him; they were filled with tears, but smiling.
	 “I cannot understand,” she said. “I think sometimes that you 
and he must have changed souls. He is hard and mean and cruel, as 
you used to be.” She laughed, and the arms around him tightened for 
a moment. “And now you are kind and tender and great, as once he 
was. It is as if the good God had taken away my lover from me to give 
to me a father.”
	 “Listen to me, Christina,” he said. “It is the soul that is the 
man, not the body. Could you not love me for my new soul?”
	 “But I do love you,” answered Christina, smiling through her 
tears.
	 “Could you as a husband?” The firelight fell upon her face. 
Nicholas, holding it between his withered hands, looked into it long 
and hard; and reading what he read there, laid it back against his 
breast and soothed it with his withered hand.
	 “I was jesting, little one,” he said. “Girls for boys, and old 
women for old men. And so, in spite of all, you still love Jan?”
	 “I love him,” answered Christina. “I cannot help it.”
	 “And if he would, you would marry him, let his soul be what 
it may?”
	 “I love him,” answered Christina. “I cannot help it.”
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	 Old Nicholas sat alone before the dying fire. Is it the soul or 
the body that is the real man? The answer was not so simple as he had 
thought it.
	 “Christina loved Jan”—so Nicholas mumbled to the dying fire 
—”when he had the soul of Jan. She loves him still, though he has 
the soul of Nicholas Snyders. When I asked her if she could love me, 
it was terror I read in her eyes, though Jan’s soul is now in me; she 
divined it. It must be the body that is the real Jan, the real Nicholas. 
If the soul of Christina entered into the body of Dame Toelast, should 
I turn from Christina, from her golden hair, her fathomless eyes, her 
asking lips, to desire the shrivelled carcass of Dame Toelast? No; I 
should still shudder at the thought of her. Yet when I had the soul of 
Nicholas Snyders, I did not loathe her, while Christina was naught 
to me. It must be with the soul that we love, else Jan would still love 
Christina and I should be Miser Nick. Yet here am I loving Christina, 
using Nicholas Snyders’ brain and gold to thwart Nicholas Snyders’ 
every scheme, doing everything that I know will make him mad 
when he comes back into his own body; while Jan cares no longer for 
Christina, would marry Dame Toelast for her broad lands, her many 
mills. Clearly it is the soul that is the real man. Then ought I not to be 
glad, thinking I am going back into my own body, knowing that I shall 
wed Christina? But I am not glad; I am very miserable. I shall not go 
with Jan’s soul, I feel it; my own soul will come back to me. I shall be 
again the hard, cruel, mean old man I was before, only now I shall be 
poor and helpless. The folks will laugh at me, and I shall curse them, 
powerless to do them evil. Even Dame Toelast will not want me when 
she learns all. And yet I must do this thing. So long as Jan’s soul is in 
me, I love Christina better than myself. I must do this for her sake. I 
love her—I cannot help it.”
	 Old Nicholas rose, took from the place, where a month before 
he had hidden it, the silver flask of cunning workmanship.
	 “Just two more glassfuls left,” mused Nicholas, as he gently 
shook the flask against his ear. He laid it on the desk before him, then 
opened once again the old green ledger, for there still remained work 
to be done.
	 He woke Christina early. “Take these letters, Christina,” he 
commanded. “When you have delivered them all, but not before, go 
to Jan; tell him I am waiting here to see him on a matter of business.” 
He kissed her and seemed loth to let her go.
	 “I shall only be a little while,” smiled Christina.
	 “All partings take but a little while,” he answered.
	 Old Nicholas had foreseen the trouble he would have. Jan was 
content, had no desire to be again a sentimental young fool, eager to 
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saddle himself with a penniless wife. Jan had other dreams.
	 “Drink, man, drink!” cried Nicholas impatiently, “before I am 
tempted to change my mind. Christina, provided you marry her, is the 
richest bride in Zandam. There is the deed; read it; and read quickly.”
	 Then Jan consented, and the two men drank. And there passed 
a breath between them as before; and Jan with his hands covered his 
eyes a moment.
	 It was a pity, perhaps, that he did so, for in that moment 
Nicholas snatched at the deed that lay beside Jan on the desk. The next 
instant it was blazing in the fire.
	 “Not so poor as you thought!” came the croaking voice 
of Nicholas. “Not so poor as you thought! I can build again, I can 
build again!” And the creature, laughing hideously, danced with its 
withered arms spread out before the blaze, lest Jan should seek to 
rescue Christina’s burning dowry before it was destroyed.
	 Jan did not tell Christina. In spite of all Jan could say, she 
would go back. Nicholas Snyders drove her from the door with curses. 
She could not understand. The only thing clear was that Jan had come 
back to her.
	 “’Twas a strange madness that seized upon me,” Jan explained. 
“Let the good sea breezes bring us health.”
	 So from the deck of Jan’s ship they watched old Zandam till it 
vanished into air.
	 Christina cried a little at the thought of never seeing it again; 
but Jan comforted her and later new faces hid the old.
	 And old Nicholas married Dame Toelast, but, happily, lived to 
do evil only for a few years longer.
	 Long after, Jan told Christina the whole story, but it sounded 
very improbable, and Christina—though, of course, she did not say 
so—did not quite believe it, but thought Jan was trying to explain 
away that strange month of his life during which he had wooed Dame 
Toelast. Yet it certainly was strange that Nicholas, for the same short 
month, had been so different from his usual self.
	 “Perhaps,” thought Christina, “if I had not told him I loved 
Jan, he would not have gone back to his old ways. Poor old gentleman! 
No doubt it was despair.”
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The Other Side of the Hedge
E. M. Forster

	 My pedometer told me that I was twenty-five; and, 
though it is a shocking thing to stop walking, I was 
so tired that I sat down on a milestone to rest. People 

outstripped me, jeering as they did so, but I was too apathetic to feel 
resentful, and even when Miss Eliza Dimbleby, the great educationist, 
swept past, exhorting me to persevere, I only smiled and raised my hat.
	 At first I thought I was going to be like my brother, whom I 
had had to leave by the roadside a year or two round the corner. He 
had wasted his breath on singing, and his strength on helping others. 
But I had travelled more wisely, and now it was only the monotony of 
the highway that oppressed me—dust under foot and brown crackling 
hedges on either side, ever since I could remember.
	 And I had already dropped several things—indeed, the road 
behind was strewn with the things we all had dropped; and the white 
dust was settling down on them, so that already they looked no better 
than stones. My muscles were so weary that I could not even bear the 
weight of those things I still carried. I slid off the milestone into the 
road, and lay there prostrate, with my face to the great parched hedge, 
praying that I might give up.
       A little puff of air revived me. It seemed to come from the hedge; 
and, when I opened my eyes, there was a glint of light through the 
tangle of boughs and dead leaves. The hedge could not be as thick as 
usual. In my weak, morbid state, I longed to force my way in, and see 
what was on the other side. No one was in sight, or I should not have 
dared to try. For we of the road do not admit in conversation that there 
is another side at all.
	 I yielded to the temptation, saying to myself that I would come 
back in a minute. The thorns scratched my face, and I had to use my 
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arms as a shield, depending on my feet alone to push me forward. 
Halfway through I would have gone back, for in the passage all the 
things I was carrying were scraped off me, and my clothes were torn. 
But I was so wedged that return was impossible, and I had to wriggle 
blindly forward, expecting every moment that my strength would fail 
me, and that I should perish in the undergrowth.
	 Suddenly cold water closed round my head, and I seemed 
sinking down for ever. I had fallen out of the hedge into a deep pool. I 
rose to the surface at last, crying for help, and I heard someone on the 
opposite bank laugh and say: “Another!” And then I was twitched out 
and laid panting on the dry ground.
	 Even when the water was out of my eyes, I was still dazed, for 
I had never been in so large a space, nor seen such grass and sunshine. 
The blue sky was no longer a strip, and beneath it the earth had risen 
grandly into hills—clean, bare buttresses, with beech trees in their folds, 
and meadows and clear pools at their feet. But the hills were not high, 
and there was in the landscape a sense of human occupation—so that 
one might have called it a park, or garden, if the words did not imply a 
certain triviality and constraint.
	 As soon as I got my breath, I turned to my rescuer and said:
	 “Where does this place lead to?”
	 “Nowhere, thank the Lord!” said he, and laughed. He was a 
man of fifty or sixty—just the kind of age we mistrust on the road—but 
there was no anxiety in his manner, and his voice was that of a boy of 
eighteen.
	 “But it must lead somewhere!” I cried, too much surprised at 
his answer to thank him for saving my life.
	 “He wants to know where it leads!” he shouted to some men on 
the hill side, and they laughed back, and waved their caps.
	 I noticed then that the pool into which I had fallen was really a 
moat which bent round to the left and to the right, and that the hedge 
followed it continually. The hedge was green on this side—its roots 
showed through the clear water, and fish swam about in them—and 
it was wreathed over with dog-roses and Traveller’s Joy. But it was a 
barrier, and in a moment I lost all pleasure in the grass, the sky, the 
trees, the happy men and women, and realized that the place was but a 
prison, for all its beauty and extent.
	 We moved away from the boundary, and then followed a path 
almost parallel to it, across the meadows. I found it difficult walking, 
for I was always trying to out-distance my companion, and there was 
no advantage in doing this if the place led nowhere. I had never kept 
step with anyone since I left my brother.
	 I amused him by stopping suddenly and saying disconsolately, 
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“This is perfectly terrible. One cannot advance: one cannot progress. 
Now we of the road—”
	 “Yes. I know.”
	 “I was going to say, we advance continually.”
	 “I know.”
	 “We are always learning, expanding, developing. Why, even in 
my short life I have seen a great deal of advance—the Transvaal War, 
the Fiscal Question, Christian Science, Radium. Here for example—”
	 I took out my pedometer, but it still marked twenty-five, not a 
degree more.
	 “Oh, it’s stopped! I meant to show you. It should have registered 
all the time I was walking with you. But it makes me only twenty-five.”
	 “Many things don’t work in here,” he said. “One day a man 
brought in a Lee-Metford, and that wouldn’t work.”
	 “The laws of science are universal in their application. It must 
be the water in the moat that has injured the machinery. In normal 
conditions everything works. Science and the spirit of emulation—
those are the forces that have made us what we are.”
	 I had to break off and acknowledge the pleasant greetings of 
people whom we passed. Some of them were singing, some talking, 
some engaged in gardening, hay-making, or other rudimentary 
industries. They all seemed happy; and I might have been happy too, if 
I could have forgotten that the place led nowhere.
	 I was startled by a young man who came sprinting across our 
path, took a little fence in fine style, and went tearing over a ploughed 
field till he plunged into a lake, across which he began to swim. Here 
was true energy, and I exclaimed: “A cross-country race! Where are the 
others?”
	 “There are no others,” my companion replied; and, later on, 
when we passed some long grass from which came the voice of a girl 
singing exquisitely to herself, he said again: “There are no others.” I 
was bewildered at the waste in production, and murmured to myself, 
“What does it all mean?”
	 He said: “It means nothing but itself”—and he repeated the 
words slowly, as if I were a child.
	 “I understand,” I said quietly, “but I do not agree. Every 
achievement is worthless unless it is a link in the chain of development. 
And I must not trespass on your kindness any longer. I must get back 
somehow to the road, and have my pedometer mended.”
	 “First, you must see the gates,” he replied, “for we have gates, 
though we never use them.”
	 I yielded politely, and before long we reached the moat again, 
at a point where it was spanned by a bridge. Over the bridge was a big 
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gate, as white as ivory, which was fitted into a gap in the boundary 
hedge. The gate opened outwards, and I exclaimed in amazement, for 
from it ran a road—just such a road as I had left—dusty under foot, 
with brown crackling hedges on either side as far as the eye could reach.
	 “That’s my road!” I cried.
	 He shut the gate and said: “But not your part of the road. It is 
through this gate that humanity went out countless ages ago, when it 
was first seized with the desire to walk.”
	 I denied this, observing that the part of the road I myself had 
left was not more than two miles off. But with the obstinacy of his years 
he repeated: “It is the same road. This is the beginning, and though it 
seems to run straight away from us, it doubles so often, that it is never 
far from our boundary and sometimes touches it.” He stooped down by 
the moat, and traced on its moist margin an absurd figure like a maze. 
As we walked back through the meadows, I tried to convince him of his 
mistake.
	 “The road sometimes doubles, to be sure, but that is part of our 
discipline. Who can doubt that its general tendency is onward? To what 
goal we know not—it may be to some mountain where we shall touch 
the sky, it may be over precipices into the sea. But that it goes forward—
who can doubt that? It is the thought of that that makes us strive to 
excel, each in his own way, and gives us an impetus which is lacking 
with you. Now that man who passed us—it’s true that he ran well, and 
jumped well, and swam well; but we have men who can run better, and 
men who can jump better, and who can swim better. Specialization has 
produced results which would surprise you. Similarly, that girl—”
	 Here I interrupted myself to exclaim: “Good gracious me! I 
could have sworn it was Miss Eliza Dimbleby over there, with her feet 
in the fountain!”
	 He believed that it was.
	 “Impossible! I left her on the road, and she is due to lecture this 
evening at Tunbridge Wells. Why, her train leaves Cannon Street in—of 
course my watch has stopped like everything else. She is the last person 
to be here.”
	 “People always are astonished at meeting each other. All 
kinds come through the hedge, and come at all times—when they are 
drawing ahead in the race, when they are lagging behind, when they 
are left for dead. I often stand near the boundary listening to the sounds 
of the road—you know what they are—and wonder if anyone will turn 
aside. It is my great happiness to help someone out of the moat, as I 
helped you. For our country fills up slowly, though it was meant for all 
mankind.”
	 “Mankind have other aims,” I said gently, for I thought him 
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well-meaning; “and I must join them.” I bade him good evening, for the 
sun was declining, and I wished to be on the road by nightfall. To my 
alarm, he caught hold of me, crying: “You are not to go yet!” I tried to 
shake him off, for we had no interests in common, and his civility was 
becoming irksome to me. But for all my struggles the tiresome old man 
would not let go; and, as wrestling is not my specialty, I was obliged to 
follow him.
	 It was true that I could have never found alone the place where I 
came in, and I hoped that, when I had seen the other sights about which 
he was worrying, he would take me back to it. But I was determined 
not to sleep in the country, for I mistrusted it, and the people too, for 
all their friendliness. Hungry though I was, I would not join them in 
their evening meals of milk and fruit, and, when they gave me flowers, 
I flung them away as soon as I could do so unobserved. Already they 
were lying down for the night like cattle—some out on the bare hillside, 
others in groups under the beeches. In the light of an orange sunset 
I hurried on with my unwelcome guide, dead tired, faint for want of 
food, but murmuring indomitably: “Give me life, with its struggles and 
victories, with its failures and hatreds, with its deep moral meaning and 
its unknown goal!”
	 At last we came to a place where the encircling moat was 
spanned by another bridge, and where another gate interrupted the line 
of the boundary hedge. It was different from the first gate; for it was 
half transparent like horn, and opened inwards. But through it, in the 
waning light, I saw again just such a road as I had left—monotonous, 
dusty, with brown crackling hedges on either side, as far as the eye 
could reach.
	 I was strangely disquieted at the sight, which seemed to deprive 
me of all self-control. A man was passing us, returning for the night to 
the hills, with a scythe over his shoulder and a can of some liquid in his 
hand. I forgot the destiny of our race. I forgot the road that lay before 
my eyes, and I sprang at him, wrenched the can out of his hand, and 
began to drink.
	 It was nothing stronger than beer, but in my exhausted state it 
overcame me in a moment. As in a dream, I saw the old man shut the 
gate, and heard him say: “This is where your road ends, and through 
this gate humanity—all that is left of it—will come in to us.”
	 Though my senses were sinking into oblivion, they seemed 
to expand ere they reached it. They perceived the magic song of 
nightingales, and the odour of invisible hay, and stars piercing the 
fading sky. The man whose beer I had stolen lowered me down gently 
to sleep off its effects, and, as he did so, I saw that he was my brother.
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The Rocking Horse Winner
D.H. Lawrence

	 There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with 
all the advantages, yet she had no luck. She married 
for love, and the love turned to dust. She had bonny 

children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she could not 
love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault with 
her. And hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself. 
Yet what it was that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, 
when her children were present, she always felt the centre of her heart 
go hard. This troubled her, and in her manner she was all the more 
gentle and anxious for her children, as if she loved them very much. 
Only she herself knew that at the centre of her heart was a hard little 
place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else said 
of her: “She is such a good mother. She adores her children.” Only she 
herself, and her children themselves, knew it was not so. They read it 
in each other’s eyes.
	 There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant 
house, with a garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt 
themselves superior to anyone in the neighborhood.
	 Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in 
the house. There was never enough money. The mother had a small 
income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough 
for the social position which they had to keep up. The father went 
into town to some office. But though he had good prospects, these 
prospects never materialized. There was always the grinding sense of 
the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.
	 At last the mother said: “I will see if I can’t make something.” 
But she did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and 
tried this thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. 
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The failure made deep lines come into her face. Her children were 
growing up, they would have to go to school. There must be more 
money, there must be more money. The father, who was always very 
handsome and expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would 
be able to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great 
belief in herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as 
expensive.
	 And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: 
There must be more money! There must be more money! The children 
could hear it all the time though nobody said it aloud. They heard it 
at Christmas, when the expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. 
Behind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind the smart doll’s 
house, a voice would start whispering: “There must be more money! 
There must be more money!” And the children would stop playing, to 
listen for a moment. They would look into each other’s eyes, to see if 
they had all heard. And each one saw in the eyes of the other two that 
they too had heard. “There must be more money! There must be more 
money!”
	 It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying 
rocking-horse, and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing 
head, heard it. The big doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new 
pram, could hear it quite plainly, and seemed to be smirking all the 
more self-consciously because of it. The foolish puppy, too, that took 
the place of the teddy-bear, he was looking so extraordinarily foolish 
for no other reason but that he heard the secret whisper all over the 
house: “There must be more money!”
	 Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, 
and therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are 
breathing!” in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the 
time.
	 “Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don’t we keep a car 
of our own? Why do we always use uncle’s, or else a taxi?”
	 “Because we’re the poor members of the family,” said the 
mother.
	 “But why are we, mother?”
	 “Well - I suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it’s because 
your father has no luck.”
	 The boy was silent for some time.
	 “Is luck money, mother?” he asked, rather timidly.
	 “No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money.”
	 “Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said 
filthy lucker, it meant money.”
	 “Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it’s 
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lucre, not luck.”
	 “Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?”
	 “It’s what causes you to have money. If you’re lucky you have 
money. That’s why it’s better to be born lucky than rich. If you’re rich, 
you may lose your money. But if you’re lucky, you will always get 
more money.”
	 “Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”
	 “Very unlucky, I should say,” she said bitterly.
	 The boy watched her with unsure eyes.
	 “Why?” he asked.
	 “I don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky 
and another unlucky.”
	 “Don’t they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?”
	 “Perhaps God. But He never tells.”
	 “He ought to, then. And aren’t you lucky either, mother?”
	 “I can’t be, it I married an unlucky husband.”
	 “But by yourself, aren’t you?”
	 “I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very 
unlucky indeed.”
	 “Why?”
	 “Well - never mind! Perhaps I’m not really,” she said.
	 The child looked at her to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the 
lines of her mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from 
him.
	 “Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I’m a lucky person.”
	 “Why?” said his mother, with a sudden laugh.
	 He stared at her. He didn’t even know why he had said it.
	 “God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out.
	 “I hope He did, dear!”, she said, again with a laugh, but rather 
bitter.
	 “He did, mother!”
	 “Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s 
exclamations.
	 The boy saw she did not believe him; or rather, that she paid 
no attention to his assertion. This angered him somewhere, and made 
him want to compel her attention.
	 He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for 
the clue to ‘luck’. Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went 
about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, 
he wanted it, he wanted it. When the two girls were playing dolls in 
the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking-horse, charging madly 
into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him uneasily. 
Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy tossed, his 
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eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak to 
him.
	 When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he 
climbed down and stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly 
into its lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was 
wide and glassy-bright.
	 “Now!” he would silently command the snorting steed. “Now 
take me to where there is luck! Now take me!”
	 And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip 
he had asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to 
where there was luck, if only he forced it. So he would mount again 
and start on his furious ride, hoping at last to get there.
	 “You’ll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse.
	 “He’s always riding like that! I wish he’d leave off!” said his 
elder sister Joan.
	 But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him 
up. She could make nothing of him. Anyhow, he was growing beyond 
her.
	 One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was 
on one of his furious rides. He did not speak to them.
	 “Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle.
	 “Aren’t you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You’re not a 
very little boy any longer, you know,” said his mother.
	 But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set 
eyes. He would speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother 
watched him with an anxious expression on her face.
	 At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the 
mechanical gallop and slid down.
	 “Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still 
flaring, and his sturdy long legs straddling apart.
	 “Where did you get to?” asked his mother.
	 “Where I wanted to go,” he flared back at her.
	 “That’s right, son!” said Uncle Oscar. “Don’t you stop till you 
get there. What’s the horse’s name?”
	 “He doesn’t have a name,” said the boy.
	 “Gets on without all right?” asked the uncle.
	 “Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last 
week.”
	 “Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know this 
name?”
	 “He always talks about horse-races with Bassett,” said Joan.
	 The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was 
posted with all the racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had 
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been wounded in the left foot in the war and had got his present job 
through Oscar Cresswell, whose batman he had been, was a perfect 
blade of the ‘turf’. He lived in the racing events, and the small boy 
lived with him.
	 Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.
	 “Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can’t do more than tell 
him, sir,” said Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking 
of religious matters.
	 “And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?”
	 “Well - I don’t want to give him away - he’s a young sport, a 
fine sport, sir. Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a 
pleasure in it, and perhaps he’d feel I was giving him away, sir, if you 
don’t mind.
	 Bassett was serious as a church.
	 The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride 
in the car.
	 “Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the 
uncle asked.
	 The boy watched the handsome man closely.
	 “Why, do you think I oughtn’t to?” he parried.
	 “Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for 
the Lincoln.”
	 The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar’s 
place in Hampshire.
	 “Honour bright?” said the nephew.
	 “Honour bright, son!” said the uncle.
	 “Well, then, Daffodil.”
	 “Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?”
	 “I only know the winner,” said the boy. “That’s Daffodil.”
	 “Daffodil, eh?”
	 There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse 
comparatively.
	 “Uncle!”
	 “Yes, son?”
	 “You won’t let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett.”
	 “Bassett be damned, old man! What’s he got to do with it?”
	 “We’re partners. We’ve been partners from the first. Uncle, he 
lent me my first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour 
bright, it was only between me and him; only you gave me that ten-
shilling note I started winning with, so I thought you were lucky. You 
won’t let it go any further, will you?”
	 The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set 
rather close together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.
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	 “Right you are, son! I’ll keep your tip private. How much are 
you putting on him?”
	 “All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “I keep that in 
reserve.”
	 The uncle thought it a good joke.
	 “You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young 
romancer? 		  What are you betting, then?”
	 “I’m betting three hundred,” said the boy gravely. “But it’s 
between you and me, Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?”
	 “It’s between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,” he 
said, laughing. “But where’s your three hundred?”
	 “Bassett keeps it for me. We’re partners.”
	 “You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?”
	 “He won’t go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he’ll go a 
hundred and fifty.”
	 “What, pennies?” laughed the uncle.
	 “Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. 
“Bassett keeps a bigger reserve than I do.”
	 Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He 
pursued the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew 
with him to the Lincoln races.
	 “Now, son,” he said, “I’m putting twenty on Mirza, and I’ll put 
five on for you on any horse you fancy. What’s your pick?”
	 “Daffodil, uncle.”
	 “No, not the fiver on Daffodil!”
	 “I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child.
	 “Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you 
on Daffodil.”
	 The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes 
were blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight and watched. A Frenchman 
just in front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, 
he flayed his arms up and down, yelling “Lancelot!, Lancelot!” in his 
French accent.
	 Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, 
flushed and with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought 
him four five-pound notes, four to one.
	 “What am I to do with these?” he cried, waving them before 
the boys eyes.
	 “I suppose we’ll talk to Bassett,” said the boy. “I expect I have 
fifteen hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty.”
	 His uncle studied him for some moments.
	 “Look here, son!” he said. “You’re not serious about Bassett 
and that fifteen hundred, are you?”
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	 “Yes, I am. But it’s between you and me, uncle. Honour bright?”
	 “Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett.”
	 “If you’d like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we 
could all be partners. Only, you’d have to promise, honour bright, 
uncle, not to let it go beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you 
must be lucky, because it was your ten shillings I started winning with 
...”
	 Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for 
an afternoon, and there they talked.
	 “It’s like this, you see, sir,” Bassett said. “Master Paul would 
get me talking about racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir. And 
he was always keen on knowing if I’d made or if I’d lost. It’s about a 
year since, now, that I put five shillings on Blush of Dawn for him: and 
we lost. Then the luck turned, with that ten shillings he had from you: 
that we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it’s been pretty steady, 
all things considering. What do you say, Master Paul?”
	 “We’re all right when we’re sure,” said Paul. “It’s when we’re 
not quite sure that we go down.”
	 “Oh, but we’re careful then,” said Bassett.
	 “But when are you sure?” smiled Uncle Oscar.
	 “It’s Master Paul, sir,” said Bassett in a secret, religious voice. 
“It’s as if he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil, now, for the Lincoln. 
That was as sure as eggs.”
	 “Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell.
	 “Yes, sir, I made my bit.”
	 “And my nephew?”
	 Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.
	 “I made twelve hundred, didn’t I, Bassett? I told uncle I was 
putting three hundred on Daffodil.”

	 “That’s right,” said Bassett, nodding.
	 “But where’s the money?” asked the uncle.
	 “I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any 
minute he likes to ask for it.”
	 “What, fifteen hundred pounds?”
	 “And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on 
the course.”
	 “It’s amazing!” said the uncle.
	 “If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were 
you: if you’ll excuse me,” said Bassett.
	 Oscar Cresswell thought about it.
	 “I’ll see the money,” he said.
	 They drove home again, and, sure enough, Bassett came round 



236

THE LOVE OF MONEY

to the garden-house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty 
pounds reserve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission deposit.
	 “You see, it’s all right, uncle, when I’m sure! Then we go strong, 
for all we’re worth, don’t we, Bassett?”
	 “We do that, Master Paul.”
	 “And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing.
	 “Oh, well, sometimes I’m absolutely sure, like about Daffodil,” 
said the boy; “and sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven’t 
even an idea, have I, Bassett? Then we’re careful, because we mostly go 
down.”
	 “You do, do you! And when you’re sure, like about Daffodil, 
what makes you sure, sonny?”
	 “Oh, well, I don’t know,” said the boy uneasily. “I’m sure, you 
know, uncle; that’s all.”
	 “It’s as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated.
	 “I should say so!” said the uncle.
	 But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on 
Paul was ‘sure’ about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable 
horse. The boy insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett 
went for five hundred, and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively 
Spark came in first, and the betting had been ten to one against him. 
Paul had made ten thousand. 
”You see,” he said. “I was absolutely sure of him.”
	 Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.
	 “Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me 
nervous.”
	 “It needn’t, uncle! Perhaps I shan’t be sure again for a long 
time.”
	 “But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the 
uncle.
	 “Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she 
had no luck, because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it 
might stop whispering.”
	 “What might stop whispering?”
	 “Our house. I hate our house for whispering.”
	 “What does it whisper?”
	 “Why - why” - the boy fidgeted - “why, I don’t know. But it’s 
always short of money, you know, uncle.”
	 “I know it, son, I know it.”
	 “You know people send mother writs, don’t you, uncle?”
	 “I’m afraid I do,” said the uncle.
	 “And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you 
behind your back. It’s awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky -”
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	 “You might stop it,” added the uncle.
	 The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny 
cold fire in them, and he said never a word.
	 “Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?”
	 “I shouldn’t like mother to know I was lucky,” said the boy.
	 “Why not, son?”
	 “She’d stop me.”
	 “I don’t think she would.”
	 “Oh!” - and the boy writhed in an odd way - “I don’t want her 
to know, uncle.”
	 “All right, son! We’ll manage it without her knowing.”
	 They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other’s suggestion, 
handed over five thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it 
with the family lawyer, who was then to inform Paul’s mother that a 
relative had put five thousand pounds into his hands, which sum was 
to be paid out a thousand pounds at a time, on the mother’s birthday, 
for the next five years.
	 “So she’ll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for 
five successive years,” said Uncle Oscar. “I hope it won’t make it all the 
harder for her later.”
	 Paul’s mother had her birthday in November. The house had 
been ‘whispering’ worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, 
Paul could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the effect 
of the birthday letter, telling his mother about the thousand pounds.
	 When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with 
his parents, as he was beyond the nursery control. His mother went 
into town nearly every day. She had discovered that she had an odd 
knack of sketching furs and dress materials, so she worked secretly in 
the studio of a friend who was the chief ‘artist’ for the leading drapers. 
She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and sequins 
for the newspaper advertisements. This young woman artist earned 
several thousand pounds a year, but Paul’s mother only made several 
hundreds, and she was again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be first 
in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches for 
drapery advertisements.
	 She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. 
Paul watched her face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer’s 
letter. As his mother read it, her face hardened and became more 
expressionless. Then a cold, determined look came on her mouth. She 
hid the letter under the pile of others, and said not a word about it.
	 “Didn’t you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, 
mother?” said Paul.
	 “Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and hard and 
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absent.
	 She went away to town without saying more.
	 But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul’s 
mother had had a long interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole 
five thousand could not be advanced at once, as she was in debt.
	 “What do you think, uncle?” said the boy.
	 “I leave it to you, son.”
	 “Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the 
other,” said the boy.
	 “A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!” said 
Uncle Oscar.
	 “But I’m sure to know for the Grand National; or the 
Lincolnshire; or else the Derby. I’m sure to know for one of them,” 
said Paul.
	 So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul’s mother 
touched the whole five thousand. Then something very curious 
happened. The voices in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus 
of frogs on a spring evening. There were certain new furnishings, and 
Paul had a tutor. He was really going to Eton, his father’s school, in the 
following autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming 
of the luxury Paul’s mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the 
house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almond-blossom, and from 
under the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed 
in a sort of ecstasy: “There must be more money! Oh-h-h; there must 
be more money. Oh, now, now-w! Now-w-w - there must be more 
money! - more than ever! More than ever!”
	 It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and 
Greek with his tutor. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. 
The Grand National had gone by: he had not ‘known’, and had lost 
a hundred pounds. Summer was at hand. He was in agony for the 
Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn’t ‘know’, and he lost fifty 
pounds. He became wild-eyed and strange, as if something were going 
to explode in him.
	 “Let it alone, son! Don’t you bother about it!” urged Uncle 
Oscar. But it was as if the boy couldn’t really hear what his uncle was 
saying.
	 “I’ve got to know for the Derby! I’ve got to know for the 
Derby!” the child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of 
madness.
	 His mother noticed how overwrought he was.
	 “You’d better go to the seaside. Wouldn’t you like to go now to 
the seaside, instead of waiting? I think you’d better,” she said, looking 
down at him anxiously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.
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	 But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.
	 “I couldn’t possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I 
couldn’t possibly!”
	 “Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was 
opposed. “Why not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby 
with your Uncle Oscar, if that that’s what you wish. No need for you 
to wait here. Besides, I think you care too much about these races. It’s 
a bad sign. My family has been a gambling family, and you won’t 
know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it has done 
damage. I shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle Oscar not 
to talk racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it: go 
away to the seaside and forget it. You’re all nerves!”
	 “I’ll do what you like, mother, so long as you don’t send me 
away till after the Derby,” the boy said.
	 “Send you away from where? Just from this house?”
	 “Yes,” he said, gazing at her.
	 “Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this 
house so much, suddenly? I never knew you loved it.”
	 He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a 
secret, something he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle 
Oscar.
	 But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen 
for some moments, said: “Very well, then! Don’t go to the seaside till 
after the Derby, if you don’t wish it. But promise me you won’t think 
so much about horse-racing and events as you call them!”
	 “Oh no,” said the boy casually. “I won’t think much about 
them, mother. You needn’t worry. I wouldn’t worry, mother, if I were 
you.”
	 “If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder 
what we should do!”
	 “But you know you needn’t worry, mother, don’t you?” the 
boy repeated.
	 “I should be awfully glad to know it,” she said wearily.
	 “Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you 
needn’t worry,” he insisted.
	 “Ought I? Then I’ll see about it,” she said.
	 Paul’s secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which 
had no name. Since he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery-
governess, he had had his rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom 
at the top of the house.
	 “Surely you’re too big for a rocking-horse!” his mother had 
remonstrated.
	 “Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have 
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some sort of animal about,” had been his quaint answer.
	 “Do you feel he keeps you company?” she laughed.
	 “Oh yes! He’s very good, he always keeps me company, when 
I’m there,” said Paul.
	 So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the 
boy’s bedroom.
	 The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more 
tense. He hardly heard what was spoken to him, he was very frail, and 
his eyes were really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures 
of uneasiness about him. Sometimes, for half an hour, she would feel 
a sudden anxiety about him that was almost anguish. She wanted to 
rush to him at once, and know he was safe.
	 Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, 
when one of her rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped 
her heart till she could hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might 
and main, for she believed in common sense. But it was too strong. She 
had to leave the dance and go downstairs to telephone to the country. 
The children’s nursery-governess was terribly surprised and startled 
at being rung up in the night.
	 “Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?”
	 “Oh yes, they are quite all right.”
	 “Master Paul? Is he all right?”
	 “He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at 
him?”
	 “No,” said Paul’s mother reluctantly. “No! Don’t trouble. It’s 
all right. Don’t sit up. We shall be home fairly soon.” She did not want 
her son’s privacy intruded upon.
	 “Very good,” said the governess.
	 It was about one o’clock when Paul’s mother and father drove 
up to their house. All was still. Paul’s mother went to her room and 
slipped off her white fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up 
for her. She heard her husband downstairs, mixing a whisky and soda.
	 And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she 
stole upstairs to her son’s room. Noiselessly she went along the upper 
corridor. Was there a faint noise? What was it?
	 She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. 
There was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood 
still. It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something 
huge, in violent, hushed motion. What was it? What in God’s name 
was it? She ought to know. She felt that she knew the noise. She knew 
what it was.
	 Yet she could not place it. She couldn’t say what it was. And on 
and on it went, like a madness.
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	 Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-
handle.
	 The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she 
heard and saw something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and 
amazement.
	 Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in 
his green pyjamas, madly surging on the rocking-horse. The blaze of 
light suddenly lit him up, as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her 
up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress of pale green and crystal, in the 
doorway.
	 “Paul!” she cried. “Whatever are you doing?”
	 “It’s Malabar!” he screamed in a powerful, strange voice. “It’s 
Malabar!”
	 His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, 
as he ceased urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the 
ground, and she, all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, 
rushed to gather him up.
	 But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with 
some brain-fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by 
his side.
	 “Malabar! It’s Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It’s Malabar!”
	 So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse 
that gave him his inspiration.
	 “What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart-frozen 
mother.
	 “I don’t know,” said the father stonily.
	 “What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother 
Oscar.

“It’s one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer.
	 And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and 
himself put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.
	 The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting 
for a change. The boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing 
ceaselessly on the pillow. He neither slept nor regained consciousness, 
and his eyes were like blue stones. His mother sat, feeling her heart 
had gone, turned actually into a stone.
	 In the evening Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a 
message, saying could he come up for one moment, just one moment? 
Paul’s mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on second thoughts 
she agreed. The boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to 
consciousness.
	 The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache 
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and sharp little brown eyes, tiptoed into the room, touched his 
imaginary cap to Paul’s mother, and stole to the bedside, staring with 
glittering, smallish eyes at the tossing, dying child.
	 “Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in 
first all right, a clean win. I did as you told me. You’ve made over 
seventy thousand pounds, you have; you’ve got over eighty thousand. 
Malabar came in all right, Master Paul.”
	 “Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say 
Malabar? Do you think I’m lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn’t I? 
Over eighty thousand pounds! I call that lucky, don’t you, mother? 
Over eighty thousand pounds! I knew, didn’t I know I knew? Malabar 
came in all right. If I ride my horse till I’m sure, then I tell you, Bassett, 
you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all you were worth, 
Bassett?”
	 “I went a thousand on it, Master Paul.”
	 “I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get 
there, then I’m absolutely sure - oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell 
you? I am lucky!”
	 “No, you never did,” said his mother.
	 But the boy died in the night.
	 And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother’s voice 
saying to her, “My God, Hester, you’re eighty-odd thousand to the 
good, and a poor devil of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, 
he’s best gone out of a life where he rides his rocking-horse to find a 
winner.
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LOVE IS PATIENT, 
LOVE IS KIND
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The Wise Woman’s Stone
Traditional

	 A wise woman who was traveling in the mountains found a 
precious stone in a stream. The next day she met another traveler who 
was hungry, and the wise woman opened her bag to share her food. 
The hungry traveler saw the precious stone and asked the woman to 
give it to him. She did so without hesitation. The traveler left, rejoicing 
in his good fortune. He knew the stone was worth enough to give him 
security for a lifetime. But a few days later he came back to return the 
stone to the wise woman.
	 “I’ve been thinking,” he said, “I know how valuable the stone 
is, but I give it back in the hope that you can give me something even 
more precious. Give me what you have within you that enabled you to 
give me something more precious. Give me what you have within you 
that enabled you to give me the stone.
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A Christmas Carol
Charles Dickens

Stave 1: Marley’s Ghost

	 Marley was dead: to begin with. There is no doubt 
whatever about that. The register of his burial was 
signed by the clergyman, the clerk, the undertaker, 

and the chief mourner. Scrooge signed it. And Scrooge’s name was 
good upon “Change, for anything he chose to put his hand to.
	 Old Marley was as dead as a door-nail.
	 Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowledge, 
what there is particularly dead about a door-nail. I might have 
been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest piece of 
ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our ancestors is in the 
simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not disturb it, or the Country’s 
done for. You will therefore permit me to repeat, emphatically, that 
Marley was as dead as a door-nail.
	 Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it be 
otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how many 
years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole administrator, his sole 
assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend, and sole mourner. 
And even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut up by the sad event, but 
that he was an excellent man of business on the very day of the funeral, 
and solemnized it with an undoubted bargain The mention of Marley’s 
funeral brings me back to the point I started from. There is no doubt 
that Marley was dead. This must be distinctly understood, or nothing 
wonderful can come of the story I am going to relate. If we were not 
perfectly convinced that Hamlet’s Father died before the play began, 
there would be nothing more remarkable in his taking a stroll at night, 
in an easterly wind, upon his own ramparts, than there would be in any 
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other middle-aged gentleman rashly turning out after dark in a breezy 
spot — say Saint Paul’s Churchyard for instance — literally to astonish 
his son’s weak mind.
	 Scrooge never painted out Old Marley’s name. There it stood, 
years afterwards, above the warehouse door: Scrooge and Marley. 
The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes people new 
to the business called Scrooge Scrooge, and sometimes Marley, but he 
answered to both names. It was all the same to him.
	  Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grind-stone, Scrooge! 
a squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous, old 
sinner! Hard and sharp as flint, from which no steel had ever struck 
out generous fire; secret, and self-contained, and solitary as an oyster. 
The cold within him froze his old features, nipped his pointed nose, 
shrivelled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his eyes red, his thin lips 
blue and spoke out shrewdly in his grating voice. A frosty rime was 
on his head, and on his eyebrows, and his wiry chin. He carried his 
own low temperature always about with him; he iced his office in the 
dogdays; and didn’t thaw it one degree at Christmas.
	 External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. No 
warmth could warm, no wintry weather chill him. No wind that blew 
was bitterer than he, no falling snow was more intent upon its purpose, 
no pelting rain less open to entreaty. Foul weather didn’t know where 
to have him. The heaviest rain, and snow, and hail, and sleet, could 
boast of the advantage over him in only one respect. They often “came 
down’ handsomely, and Scrooge never did.
	 Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome 
looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to see 
me?’ No beggars implored him to bestow a trifle, no children asked 
him what it was o’clock, no man or woman ever once in all his life 
inquired the way to such and such a place, of Scrooge. Even the blind 
men’s dogs appeared to know him; and when they saw him coming on, 
would tug their owners into doorways and up courts; and then would 
wag their tails as though they said, “No eye at all is better than an evil 
eye, dark master!”
	 But what did Scrooge care! It was the very thing he liked. 
To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warning all human 
sympathy to keep its distance, was what the knowing ones call “nuts” 
to Scrooge.
	 Once upon a time — of all the good days in the year, on 
Christmas Eve — old Scrooge sat busy in his counting-house. It was 
cold, bleak, biting weather: foggy withal: and he could hear the people 
in the court outside, go wheezing up and down, beating their hands 
upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the pavement stones 
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to warm them. The city clocks had only just gone three, but it was quite 
dark already — it had not been light all day — and candles were flaring 
in the windows of the neighboring offices, like ruddy smears upon 
the palpable brown air. The fog came pouring in at every chink and 
keyhole, and was so dense without, that although the court was of the 
narrowest, the houses opposite were mere phantoms. To see the dingy 
cloud come drooping down, obscuring everything, one might have 
thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing on a large scale.
	 The door of Scrooge’s counting-house was open that he might 
keep his eye upon his clerk, who in a dismal little cell beyond, a sort 
of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very small fire, but the 
clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked like one coal. But 
he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal-box in his own room; 
and so surely as the clerk came in with the shovel, the master predicted 
that it would be necessary for them to part. Wherefore the clerk put on 
his white comforter, and tried to warm himself at the candle; in which 
effort, not being a man of a strong imagination, he failed.
	 “A merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheerful 
voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon him so 
quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his approach.
	 “Bah!” said Scrooge, “Humbug!”
	 He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and 
frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all in a glow; his face was 
ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his breath smoked again.
	 “Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You 
don’t mean that, I am sure?”
	 “I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have you to 
be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You’re poor enough.”
	 “Come, then,” returned the nephew gaily. “What right have 
you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? You’re rich 
enough.”
	 Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the 
moment, said “Bah!” again; and followed it up with “Humbug.”
	 “Don’t be cross, uncle!” said the nephew.
	 “What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such 
a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon merry Christmas! 
What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying bills without 
money; a time for finding yourself a year older, but not an hour richer; 
a time for balancing your books and having every item in ‘em through 
a round dozen of months presented dead against you? If I could work 
my will,” said Scrooge indignantly, “every idiot who goes about with 
“Merry Christmas” on his lips, should be boiled with his own pudding, 
and buried with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”
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	 “Uncle!” pleaded the nephew.
	 “Nephew!” returned the uncle sternly, “keep Christmas in 
your own way, and let me keep it in mine.”
	 “Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’t keep it.”
	 “Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may it 
do you! Much good it has ever done you!”
	 “There are many things from which I might have derived 
good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,” returned the nephew. 
“Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have always thought of 
Christmas time, when it has come round — apart from the veneration 
due to its sacred name and origin, if anything belonging to it can be 
apart from that — as a good time; a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant 
time: the only time I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when 
men and women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts 
freely, and to think of people below them as if they really were fellow-
passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures bound on 
other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never put a scrap of 
gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has done me good, and will 
do me good; and I say, God bless it!”
	 The clerk in the Tank involuntarily applauded. Becoming 
immediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked the fire, and 
extinguished the last frail spark for ever.
	 “Let me hear another sound from you,” said Scrooge, “and 
you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your situation! You’re quite a 
powerful speaker, sir,” he added, turning to his nephew. “I wonder 
you don’t go into Parliament.”
	 “Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow.”
	 Scrooge said that he would see him — yes, indeed he did. He 
went the whole length of the expression, and said that he would see 
him in that extremity first.
	 “But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?”
	 “Why did you get married?” said Scrooge.
	 “Because I fell in love.”
	 “Because you fell in love!” growled Scrooge, as if that were the 
only one thing in the world more ridiculous than a merry Christmas. 
“Good afternoon!”
	 “Nay, uncle, but you never came to see me before that happened. 
Why give it as a reason for not coming now?”
	 “Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
	 “I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why cannot we 
be friends?”
	 “Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
	 “I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute. We have 
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never had any quarrel, to which I have been a party. But I have made 
the trial in homage to Christmas, and I’ll keep my Christmas humour 
to the last. So A Merry Christmas, uncle!”
	 “Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
	 “And A Happy New Year!”
	 “Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
	 His nephew left the room without an angry word, 
notwithstanding. He stopped at the outer door to bestow the greetings 
of the season on the clerk, who cold as he was, was warmer than 
Scrooge; for he returned them cordially.
	 “There’s another fellow,” muttered Scrooge; who overheard 
him: “my clerk, with fifteen shillings a week, and a wife and family, 
talking about a merry Christmas. I’ll retire to Bedlam.”
	 This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other 
people in. They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and now 
stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. They had books and 
papers in their hands, and bowed to him.
	 “Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen, 
referring to his list. “Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr. Scrooge, or 
Mr. Marley?”
	  “Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge replied. 
“He died seven years ago, this very night.”
	 “We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his 
surviving partner,” said the gentleman, presenting his credentials.
	 It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At the 
ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge frowned, and shook his head, and 
handed the credentials back.
	 “At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the 
gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than usually desirable that we 
should make some slight provision for the Poor and Destitute, who 
suffer greatly at the present time. Many thousands are in want of 
common necessaries; hundreds of thousands are in want of common 
comforts, sir.”
	 “Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.
	 “Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen 
again “And the Union workhouses?” demanded Scrooge. “Are they still 
in operation?”
	 “They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could say 
they were not.”
	 “The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigor, then?” said 
Scrooge.
	 “Both very busy, sir.”
	 “Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that something 
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had occurred to stop them in their useful course,” said Scrooge. “I’m 
very glad to hear it.”
	 “Under the impression that they scarcely furnish Christian 
cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the gentleman, “a 
few of us are endeavouring to raise a fund to buy the Poor some meat 
and drink. and means of warmth. We choose this time, because it is a 
time, of all others, when Want is keenly felt, and Abundance rejoices. 
What shall I put you down for?”
	 “Nothing!” Scrooge replied.
	  “You wish to be anonymous?”
	 “I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me 
what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry myself 
at Christmas and I can’t afford to make idle people merry. I help to 
support the establishments I have mentioned — they cost enough; and 
those who are badly off must go there.”
	 “Many can’t go there; and many would rather die.”
	 “If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do it, 
and decrease the surplus population. Besides — excuse me — I don’t 
know that.”
	 “But you might know it,” observed the gentleman.
	 “It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough for a 
man to understand his own business, and not to interfere with other 
people’s. Mine occupies me constantly. Good afternoon, gentlemen!”
	 Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point, the 
gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge returned his labours with an improved 
opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper than was usual with 
him.
	 Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so, that people 
ran about with flaring links, proffering their services to go before 
horses in carriages, and conduct them on their way. The ancient tower 
of a church, whose gruff old bell was always peeping slily down at 
Scrooge out of a Gothic window in the wall, became invisible, and 
struck the hours and quarters in the clouds, with tremulous vibrations 
afterwards as if its teeth were chattering in its frozen head up there. 
The cold became intense. In the main street at the corner of the court, 
some labourers were repairing the gas-pipes, and had lighted a great 
fire in a brazier, round which a party of ragged men and boys were 
gathered: warming their hands and winking their eyes before the 
blaze in rapture. The water-plug being left in solitude, its overflowing 
sullenly congealed, and turned to misanthropic ice. The brightness of 
the shops where holly sprigs and berries crackled in the lamp heat of 
the windows, made pale faces ruddy as they passed. Poulterers’ and 
grocers’ trades became a splendid joke; a glorious pageant, with which 
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it was next to impossible to believe that such dull principles as bargain 
and sale had anything to do. The Lord Mayor, in the stronghold of 
the mighty Mansion House, gave orders to his fifty cooks and butlers 
to keep Christmas as a Lord Mayor’s household should; and even the 
little tailor, whom he had fined five shillings on the previous Monday 
for being drunk and bloodthirsty in the streets, stirred up tomorrow’s 
pudding in his garret, while his lean wife and the baby sallied out to 
buy the beef.
	 Foggier yet, and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold. If the 
good Saint Dunstan had but nipped the Evil Spirit’s nose with a touch 
of such weather as that, instead of using his familiar weapons, then 
indeed he would have roared to lusty purpose. The owner of one scant 
young nose, gnawed and mumbled by the hungry cold as bones are 
gnawed by dogs, stooped down at Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him 
with a Christmas carol: but at the first sound of
	  “God bless you, merry gentleman! May nothing you dismay!”
	 Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action, that the 
singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog and even more 
congenial frost.
	 At length the hour of shutting up the counting- house arrived. 
With an ill-will Scrooge dismounted from his stool, and tacitly admitted 
the fact to the expectant clerk in the Tank, who instantly snuffed his 
candle out, and put on his hat.
	 “You’ll want all day to-morrow, I suppose?” said Scrooge.
	 “If quite convenient, sir.”
	 “It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I was to 
stop half-a-crown for it, you’d think yourself ill-used, I’ll be bound?”
	 The clerk smiled faintly.
	 “And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don’t think me ill-used, when I 
pay a day’s wages for no work.”
	 The clerk observed that it was only once a year.
	 “A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth 
of December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his great-coat to the chin. “But 
I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the earlier next 
morning.”
	 The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out 
with a growl. The office was closed in a twinkling, and the clerk, with 
the long ends of his white comforter dangling below his waist (for he 
boasted no great-coat), went down a slide on Cornhill, at the end of a 
lane of boys, twenty times, in honour of its being Christmas Eve, and 
then ran home to Camden Town as hard as he could pelt, to play at 
blindman’s-buff.
	 Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy 
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tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and beguiled the rest of 
the evening with his banker’s-book, went home to bed. He lived in 
chambers which had once belonged to his deceased partner. They were 
a gloomy suite of rooms, in a lowering pile of building up a yard, where 
it had so little business to be, that one could scarcely help fancying it 
must have run there when it was a young house, playing at hide-and-
seek with other houses, and forgotten the way out again. It was old 
enough now, and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but Scrooge, 
the other rooms being all let out as offices. The yard was so dark that 
even Scrooge, who knew its every stone, was fain to grope with his 
hands. The fog and frost so hung about the black old gateway of the 
house, that it seemed as if the Genius of the Weather sat in mournful 
meditation on the threshold.
	 Now, it is a fact, that there was nothing at all particular about 
the knocker on the door, except that it was very large. It is also a fact, 
that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during his whole residence 
in that place; also that Scrooge had as little of what is called fancy about 
him as any man in the city of London, even including — which is a bold 
word — the corporation, aldermen, and livery. Let it also be borne in 
mind that Scrooge had not bestowed one thought on Marley, since his 
last mention of his seven years’ dead partner that afternoon. And then 
let any man explain to me, if he can, how it happened that Scrooge, 
having his key in the lock of the door, saw in the knocker, without its 
undergoing any intermediate process of change — not a knocker, but 
Marley’s face.
	 Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the other 
objects in the yard were, but had a dismal light about it, like a bad 
lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious, but looked at 
Scrooge as Marley used to look: with ghostly spectacles turned up on 
its ghostly forehead. The hair was curiously stirred, as if by breath 
or hot air; and, though the eyes were wide open, they were perfectly 
motionless. That, and its livid colour, made it horrible; but its horror 
seemed to be in spite of the face and beyond its control, rather than a 
part or its own expression.
	 As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a knocker 
again.
	 To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not 
conscious of a terrible sensation to which it had been a stranger from 
infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon the key he had 
relinquished, turned it sturdily, walked in, and lighted his candle.
	 He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he shut the 
door; and he did look cautiously behind it first, as if he half-expected to 
be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail sticking out into the hall. 
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But there was nothing on the back of the door, except the screws and 
nuts that held the knocker on, so he said “Pooh, pooh!” and closed it 
with a bang.
	 The sound resounded through the house like thunder. Every 
room above, and every cask in the wine-merchant’s cellars below, 
appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge was not 
a man to be frightened by echoes. He fastened the door, and walked 
across the hall, and up the stairs; slowly too: trimming his candle as he 
went.
	 You may talk vaguely about driving a coach-and-six up a good 
old flight of stairs, or through a bad young Act of Parliament; but I 
mean to say you might have got a hearse up that staircase, and taken it 
broadwise, with the splinter-bar towards the wall and the door towards 
the balustrades: and done it easy. There was plenty of width for that, 
and room to spare; which is perhaps the reason why Scrooge thought 
he saw a locomotive hearse going on before him in the gloom. Half a 
dozen gas-lamps out of the street wouldn’t have lighted the entry too 
well, so you may suppose that it was pretty dark with Scrooge’s dip.
	 Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that. Darkness is 
cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his heavy door, he 
walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had just enough 
recollection of the face to desire to do that.
	 Sitting-room, bedroom, lumber-room. All as they should be. 
Nobody under the table, nobody under the sofa; a small fire in the 
grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of gruel (Scrooge 
had a cold in his head) upon the hob. Nobody under the bed; nobody 
in the closet; nobody in his dressing-gown, which was hanging up in 
a suspicious attitude against the wall. Lumber-room as usual. Old fire-
guards, old shoes, two fish-baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a 
poker.
	 Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in; 
double-locked himself in, which was not his custom. Thus secured 
against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing-gown and 
slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the fire to take his gruel.
	 It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter night. He 
was obliged to sit close to it, and brood over it, before he could extract 
the least sensation of warmth from such a handful of fuel. The fireplace 
was an old one, built by some Dutch merchant long ago, and paved 
all round with quaint Dutch tiles, designed to illustrate the Scriptures. 
There were Cains and Abels, Pharaohs’ daughters; Queens of Sheba, 
Angelic messengers descending through the air on clouds like feather-
beds, Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting off to sea in butter-
boats, hundreds of figures to attract his thoughts — and yet that face 
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of Marley, seven years dead, came like the ancient Prophet’s rod, and 
swallowed up the whole. If each smooth tile had been a blank at first, 
with power to shape some picture on its surface from the disjointed 
fragments of his thoughts, there would have been a copy of old Marley’s 
head on every one.
	 “Humbug!” said Scrooge; and walked across the room.
	 After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head 
back in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon a bell, a disused 
bell, that hung in the room, and communicated for some purpose now 
forgotten with a chamber in the highest story of the building. It was 
with great astonishment, and with a strange, inexplicable dread, that 
as he looked, he saw this bell begin to swing. It swung so softly in the 
outset that it scarcely made a sound; but soon it rang out loudly, and so 
did every bell in the house.
	 This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it seemed 
an hour. The bells ceased as they had begun, together. They were 
succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as if some person 
were dragging a heavy chain over the casks in the wine merchant’s 
cellar. Scrooge then remembered to have heard that ghosts in haunted 
houses were described as dragging chains.
	 The cellar-door flew open with a booming sound, and then he 
heard the noise much louder, on the floors below; then coming up the 
stairs; then coming straight towards his door.
	 “It’s humbug still!” said Scrooge. “I won’t believe it.”
	 His color changed though, when, without a pause, it came on 
through the heavy door, and passed into the room before his eyes. 
Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up, as though it cried “I 
know him; Marley’s Ghost!” and fell again.
	 The same face: the very same. Marley in his pigtail, usual 
waistcoat, tights and boots; the tassels on the latter bristling, like his 
pigtail, and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his head. The chain he 
drew was clasped about his middle. It was long, and wound about him 
like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge observed it closely) of cash-
boxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses wrought in 
steel. His body was transparent; so that Scrooge, observing him, and 
looking through his waistcoat, could see the two buttons on his coat 
behind.
	 Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels, but 
he had never believed it until now.
	 No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked the 
phantom through and through, and saw it standing before him; though 
he felt the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes; and marked the very 
texture of the folded kerchief bound about its head and chin, which 
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wrapper he had not observed before; he was still incredulous, and 
fought against his senses.
	 “How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. “What do 
you want with me?”
	 “Much!” — Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.
	 “Who are you?”
	 “Ask me who I was.”
	 “Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising his voice. “You’re 
particular, for a shade.” He was going to say “to a shade,” but substituted 
this, as more appropriate.
	 “In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.”
	 “Can you — can you sit down?” asked Scrooge, looking 
doubtfully at him.
	 “I can.”
	 “Do it, then.”
	 Scrooge asked the question, because he didn’t know whether a 
ghost so transparent might find himself in a condition to take a chair; 
and felt that in the event of its being impossible, it might involve the 
necessity of an embarrassing explanation. But the ghost sat down on 
the opposite side of the fireplace, as if he were quite used to it.
	 “You don’t believe in me,” observed the Ghost.
	 “I don’t.” said Scrooge.
	 “What evidence would you have of my reality beyond that of 
your senses?”
	  “I don’t know,” said Scrooge.
	 “Why do you doubt your senses?”
	 “Because,” said Scrooge, “a little thing affects them. A slight 
disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You may be an undigested 
bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a fragment of an 
underdone potato. There’s more of gravy than of grave about you, 
whatever you are!”
	  Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor did he 
feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then. The truth is, that he tried 
to be smart, as a means of distracting his own attention, and keeping 
down his terror; for the spectre’s voice disturbed the very marrow in 
his bones.
	 To sit, staring at those fixed glazed eyes, in silence for a 
moment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce with him. There was 
something very awful, too, in the spectre’s being provided with an 
infernal atmosphere of its own. Scrooge could not feel it himself, but 
this was clearly the case; for though the Ghost sat perfectly motionless, 
its hair, and skirts, and tassels, were still agitated as by the hot vapor 
from an oven.
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	 “You see this toothpick?” said Scrooge, returning quickly to the 
charge, for the reason just assigned; and wishing, though it were only 
for a second, to divert the vision’s stony gaze from himself.
	 “I do,” replied the Ghost.
	 “You are not looking at it,” said Scrooge.
	 “But I see it,” said the Ghost, “notwithstanding.”
	 “Well!” returned Scrooge, “I have but to swallow this, and be 
for the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of goblins, all of my own 
creation. Humbug, I tell you! humbug!”
	 At this the spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its chain with 
such a dismal and appalling noise, that Scrooge held on tight to his 
chair, to save himself from falling in a swoon. But how much greater 
was his horror, when the phantom taking off the bandage round its 
head, as if it were too warm to wear indoors, its lower jaw dropped 
down upon its breast!
	 Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hands before his 
face.
	  “Mercy!” he said. “Dreadful apparition, why do you trouble 
me?”
	 “Man of the worldly mind!” replied the Ghost, “do you believe 
in me or not?”
	 “I do,” said Scrooge. “I must. But why do spirits walk the earth, 
and why do they come to me?”
	 “It is required of every man,” the Ghost returned, “that the 
spirit within him should walk abroad among his fellowmen, and travel 
far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is condemned to 
do so after death. It is doomed to wander through the world — oh, woe 
is me! — and witness what it cannot share, but might have shared on 
earth, and turned to happiness!”
	 Again the spectre raised a cry, and shook its chain and wrung 
its shadowy hands.
	 “You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me why?”
	 “I wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the Ghost. “I made it 
link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will, and of 
my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange to you?”
	 Scrooge trembled more and more.
	 “Or would you know,” pursued the Ghost, “the weight and 
length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was full as heavy and as 
long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have laboured on it, since. 
It is a ponderous chain!”
	 Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of 
finding himself surrounded by some fifty or sixty fathoms of iron cable: 
but he could see nothing.
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	 “Jacob,” he said, imploringly. “Old Jacob Marley, tell me more. 
Speak comfort to me, Jacob!”
	 “I have none to give,” the Ghost replied. “It comes from other 
regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by other ministers, to other 
kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A very little more, is all 
permitted to me. I cannot rest, I cannot stay, I cannot linger anywhere. 
My spirit never walked beyond our counting-house — mark me! — 
in life my spirit never roved beyond the narrow limits of our money-
changing hole; and weary journeys lie before me!”
	 It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful, 
to put his hands in his breeches pockets. Pondering on what the Ghost 
had said, he did so now, but without lifting up his eyes, or getting off 
his knees.
	 “You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,” Scrooge 
observed, in a business-like manner, though with humility and 
deference.
	 “Slow!” the Ghost repeated.
	 “Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. “And travelling all the 
time!”
	 “The whole time,” said the Ghost. “No rest, no peace. Incessant 
torture of remorse.”
	 “You travel fast?” said Scrooge.
	 “On the wings of the wind,” replied the Ghost.
	 “You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven 
years,” said Scrooge.
	 The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked its 
chain so hideously in the dead silence of the night, that the Ward would 
have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance.
	 “Oh! captive, bound, and double-ironed,” cried the phantom, 
“not to know, that ages of incessant labour, by immortal creatures, 
for this earth must pass into eternity before the good of which it is 
susceptible is all developed. Not to know that any Christian spirit 
working kindly in its little sphere, whatever it may be, will find its 
mortal life too short for its vast means of usefulness. Not to know that 
no space of regret can make amends for one life’s opportunity misused! 
Yet such was I! Oh! such was I!”
	  “But you were always a good man of business, Jacob,” faltered 
Scrooge, who now began to apply this to himself.
	 “Business!” cried the Ghost, wringing its hands again. 
“Mankind was my business. The common welfare was my business; 
charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence, were, all, my business. 
The dealings of my trade were but a drop of water in the comprehensive 
ocean of my business!”
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	 It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the cause of 
all its unavailing grief, and flung it heavily upon the ground again.
	 “At this time of the rolling year,” the spectre said “I suffer most. 
Why did I walk through crowds of fellow-beings with my eyes turned 
down, and never raise them to that blessed Star which led the Wise 
Men to a poor abode! Were there no poor homes to which its light 
would have conducted me!”
	 Scrooge was very much dismayed to hear the spectre going on 
at this rate, and began to quake exceedingly.
	 “Hear me!” cried the Ghost. “My time is nearly gone.”
	 “I will,” said Scrooge. “But don’t be hard upon me! Don’t be 
flowery, Jacob! Pray!” “How it is that I appear before you in a shape 
that you can see, I may not tell. I have sat invisible beside you many 
and many a day.”
	 It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and wiped the 
perspiration from his brow.
	 “That is no light part of my penance,” pursued the Ghost. “I 
am here to-night to warn you, that you have yet a chance and hope of 
escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring, Ebenezer.”
	 “You were always a good friend to me,” said Scrooge. “Thank 
‘ee!”
	 “You will be haunted,” resumed the Ghost, “by Three Spirits.”
	 Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the Ghost’s had 
done.
	 “Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?” he 
demanded, in a faltering voice.
	 “It is.”
	 “I — I think I’d rather not,” said Scrooge.
	 “Without their visits,” said the Ghost, “you cannot hope to 
shun the path I tread. Expect the first tomorrow, when the bell tolls 
One.”
	 “Couldn’t I take “em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?” 
hinted Scrooge.
	 “Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The 
third upon the next night when the last stroke of Twelve has ceased to 
vibrate. Look to see me no more; and look that, for your own sake, you 
remember what has passed between us!”
	 When it had said these words, the spectre took its wrapper from 
the table, and bound it round its head, as before. Scrooge knew this, by 
the smart sound its teeth made, when the jaws were brought together 
by the bandage. He ventured to raise his eyes again, and found his 
supernatural visitor confronting him in an erect attitude, with its chain 
wound over and about its arm.
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	 The apparition walked backward from him; and at every step it 
took, the window raised itself a little, so that when the spectre reached 
it, it was wide open It beckoned Scrooge to approach, which he did. 
When they were within two paces of each other, Marley’s Ghost held 
up its hand, warning him to come no nearer. Scrooge stopped.
	 Not so much in obedience, as in surprise and fear: for on the 
raising of the hand, he became sensible of confused noises in the air; 
incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret; wailings inexpressibly 
sorrowful and self-accusatory. The spectre, after listening for a moment, 
joined in the mournful dirge; and floated out upon the bleak, dark 
night.
	 Scrooge followed to the window: desperate in his curiosity. He 
looked out.
	 The air was filled with phantoms, wandering hither and 
thither in restless haste, and moaning as they went. Every one of them 
wore chains like Marley’s Ghost; some few (they might be guilty 
governments) were linked together; none were free. Many had been 
personally known to Scrooge in their lives. He had been quite familiar 
with one old ghost, in a white waistcoat, with a monstrous iron safe 
attached to its ankle, who cried piteously at being unable to assist a 
wretched woman with an infant, whom it saw below, upon a door-step. 
The misery with them all was, clearly, that they sought to interfere, for 
good, in human matters, and had lost the power for ever.
	 Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mist enshrouded 
them, he could not tell. But they and their spirit voices faded together; 
and the night became as it had been when he walked home.
	 Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by which 
the Ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as he had locked it with his 
own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed. He tried to say “Humbug!” 
but stopped at the first syllable. And being, from the emotion he had 
undergone, or the fatigues of the day, or his glimpse of the Invisible 
World, or the dull conversation of the Ghost, or the lateness of the hour, 
much in need of repose; went straight to bed, without undressing, and 
fell asleep upon the instant.

Stave 2: The First of the Three Spirits

	 When Scrooge awoke, it was so dark, that looking out 
of bed, he could scarcely distinguish the transparent 
window from the opaque walls of his chamber. He 

was endeavouring to pierce the darkness with his ferret eyes, when the 
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chimes of a neighboring church struck the four quarters. So he listened 
for the hour.
	 To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from six 
to seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up to twelve; then 
stopped. Twelve. It was past two when he went to bed. The clock was 
wrong. An icicle must have got into the works. Twelve.
	 He touched the spring of his repeater, to correct this most 
preposterous clock. Its rapid little pulse beat twelve: and stopped.
	 “Why, it isn’t possible,” said Scrooge, “that I can have slept 
through a whole day and far into another night. It isn’t possible that 
anything has happened to the sun, and this is twelve at noon.”
	 The idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of bed, and 
groped his way to the window. He was obliged to rub the frost off 
with the sleeve of his dressing-gown before he could see anything; and 
could see very little then. All he could make out was, that it was still 
very foggy and extremely cold, and that there was no noise of people 
running to and with a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy One. Light 
flashed up in the room upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed 
were drawn.
	  The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand. 
Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at his back, but those to 
which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed were drawn 
aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-recumbent attitude, found 
himself face to face with the unearthly visitor who drew them: as close 
to it as I am now to you, and I am standing in the spirit at your elbow.
	 It was a strange figure — like a child: yet not so like a child as 
like an old man, viewed through some supernatural medium, which 
gave him the appearance of having receded from the view, and being 
diminished to a child’s proportions. Its hair, which hung about its neck 
and down its back, was white as if with age; and yet the face had not 
a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom was on the skin. The arms 
were very long and muscular; the hands the same, as if its hold were 
of uncommon strength. Its legs and feet, most delicately formed, were, 
like those upper members, bare. It wore a tunic of the purest white, 
and round its waist was bound a lustrous belt, the sheen of which 
was beautiful. It held a branch of fresh green holly in its hand; and, in 
singular contradiction of that wintry emblem, had its dress trimmed 
with summer flowers. But the strangest thing about it was, that from 
the crown of its head there sprung a bright clear jet of light, by which 
all this was visible; and which was doubtless the occasion of its using, 
in its duller moments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it now held 
under its arm.
	 Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing 
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steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For as its belt sparkled and 
glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was light 
one instant, at another time was dark, so the figure itself fluctuated 
in its distinctness: being now a thing with one arm, now with one leg, 
now with twenty legs, now a pair of legs without a head, now a head 
without a body: of which dissolving parts, no outline would be visible 
in the dense gloom wherein they melted away. And in the very wonder 
of this, it would be itself again; distinct and clear as ever.
	 “Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me.” 
asked Scrooge.
	  “I am.”
	  The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead of 
being so close beside him, it were at a distance.
	 “Who, and what are you.” Scrooge demanded.
	  “I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.”
	 “Long Past.” inquired Scrooge: observant of its dwarfish 
stature.
	 “No. Your past.”
	  Perhaps, Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody 
could have asked him; but he had a special desire to see the Spirit in 
his cap; and begged him to be covered.
	  “What,” exclaimed the Ghost, “would you so soon put out, 
with worldly hands, the light I give. Is it not enough that you are one 
of those whose passions made this cap, and force me through whole 
trains of years to wear it low upon my brow.”
	  Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend or any 
knowledge of having wilfully bonneted the Spirit at any period of his 
life. He then made bold to inquire what business brought him there.
	  “Your welfare.” said the Ghost.
	  Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not 
help thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have been more 
conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him thinking, for it 
said immediately:
	 “Your reclamation, then. Take heed.”
	  It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently 
by the arm.
	 “Rise. and walk with me.”
	 It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the 
weather and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian purposes; that 
bed was warm, and the thermometer a long way below freezing; that 
he was clad but lightly in his slippers, dressing-gown, and nightcap; 
and that he had a cold upon him at that time. The grasp, though gentle 
as a woman’s hand, was not to be resisted. He rose: but finding that the 
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Spirit made towards the window, clasped his robe in supplication.
	 “I am mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to fall.”
	 “Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the Spirit, laying it 
upon his heart,  “and you shall be upheld in more than this.”
	 As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and 
stood upon an open country road, with fields on either hand. The city 
had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be seen. The darkness 
and the mist had vanished with it, for it was a clear, cold, winter day, 
with snow upon the ground.
	 “Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as 
he looked about him. “I was bred in this place. I was a boy here.”
	 The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though 
it had been light and instantaneous, appeared still present to the old 
man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of a thousand odors floating 
in the air, each one connected with a thousand thoughts, and hopes, 
and joys, and cares long, long, forgotten.
	 “Your lip is trembling,” said the Ghost. “And what is that upon 
your cheek.”
	 Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that it 
was a pimple; and begged the Ghost to lead him where he would.
	 “You recollect the way?” inquired the Spirit.
	 “Remember it!’ cried Scrooge with fervor; “I could walk it 
blindfold.’
	 “Strange to have forgotten it for so many years,” observed the 
Ghost. 	“Let us go on.”
	 They walked along the road, Scrooge recognizing every gate, 
and post, and tree; until a little market-town appeared in the distance, 
with its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some shaggy ponies 
now were seen trotting towards them with boys upon their backs, who 
called to other boys in country gigs and carts, driven by farmers. All 
these boys were in great spirits, and shouted to each other, until the 
broad fields were so full of merry music, that the crisp air laughed to 
hear it.
	 “These are but shadows of the things that have been,” said the 
Ghost. “They have no consciousness of us.”
	 The jocund travellers came on; and as they came, Scrooge 
knew and named them every one. Why was he rejoiced beyond all 
bounds to see them. Why did his cold eye glisten, and his heart leap 
up as they went past. Why was he filled with gladness when he heard 
them give each other Merry Christmas, as they parted at cross-roads 
and bye-ways, for their several homes. What was merry Christmas to 
Scrooge. Out upon merry Christmas. What good had it ever done to 
him.
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	 “The school is not quite deserted,” said the Ghost. “A solitary 
child, neglected by his friends, is left there still.”
	 Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.
	 They left the high-road, by a well-remembered lane, and soon 
approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a little weathercock-
surmounted cupola, on the roof, and a bell hanging in it. It was a large 
house, but one of broken fortunes; for the spacious offices were little 
used, their walls were damp and mossy, their windows broken, and 
their gates decayed. Fowls clucked and strutted in the stables; and the 
coach-houses and sheds were over-run with grass. Nor was it more 
retentive of its ancient state, within; for entering the dreary hall, and 
glancing through the open doors of many rooms, they found them 
poorly furnished, cold, and vast. There was an earthy savor in the air, 
a chilly bareness in the place, which associated itself somehow with 
too much getting up by candle-light, and not too much to eat.
	 They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, to a door 
at the back of the house. It opened before them, and disclosed a long, 
bare, melancholy room, made barer still by lines of plain deal forms 
and desks. At one of these a lonely boy was reading near a feeble fire; 
and Scrooge sat down upon a form, and wept to see his poor forgotten 
self as he used to be.
	 Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle from 
the mice behind the panelling, not a drip from the half-thawed water-
spout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the leafless boughs of 
one despondent poplar, not the idle swinging of an empty store-house 
door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell upon the heart of Scrooge 
with a softening influence, and gave a freer passage to his tears.
	 The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger 
self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, in foreign garments: 
wonderfully real and distinct to look at: stood outside the window, 
with an axe stuck in his belt, and leading by the bridle an ass laden 
with wood.
	 “Why, it’s Ali Baba!” Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. “It’s dear 
old honest Ali Baba. Yes, yes, I know. One Christmas time, when 
yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did come, for the first 
time, just like that. Poor boy. And Valentine,” said Scrooge, “and his 
wild brother, Orson; there they go. And what’s his name, who was put 
down in his drawers, asleep, at the Gate of Damascus; don’t you see 
him. And the Sultan’s Groom turned upside down by the Genii; there 
he is upon his head. Serve him right. I’m glad of it. What business had 
he to be married to the Princess.”
	 To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature 
on such subjects, in a most extraordinary voice between laughing and 
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crying; and to see his heightened and excited face; would have been a 
surprise to his business friends in the city, indeed.
	 “There’s the Parrot!” cried Scrooge. “Green body and yellow 
tail, with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the top of his head; 
there he is. Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he came home 
again after sailing round the island. “Poor Robin Crusoe, where have 
you been, Robin Crusoe.” The man thought he was dreaming, but he 
wasn’t. “It was the Parrot, you know. There goes Friday, running for 
his life to the little creek. Halloa. Hoop. Hallo.”
	  Then, with a rapidity of transition very foreign to his usual 
character, he said, in pity for his former self, “Poor boy,” and cried 
again.
	 “I wish,” Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his pocket, and 
looking about him, after drying his eyes with his cuff: “but it’s too late 
now.”
	 “What is the matter?” asked the Spirit.
	 “Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy singing a 
Christmas Carol at my door last night. I should like to have given him 
something: that’s all.”
	 The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand: saying as 
it did so, “Let us see another Christmas.”
	  Scrooge’s former self grew larger at the words, and the room 
became a little darker and more dirty. The panels shrunk, the windows 
cracked; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling, and the naked laths 
were shown instead; but how all this was brought about, Scrooge 
knew no more than you do. He only knew that it was quite correct; 
that everything had happened so; that there he was, alone again, when 
all the other boys had gone home for the jolly holidays.
	 He was not reading now, but walking up and down 
despairingly. Scrooge looked at the Ghost, and with a mournful 
shaking of his head, glanced anxiously towards the door.
	  It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy, came 
darting in, and putting her arms about his neck, and often kissing him, 
addressed him as her “Dear, dear brother.”
	 “I have come to bring you home, dear brother,” said the child, 
clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to laugh. “To bring you 
home, home, home.”
	 “Home, little Fan,” returned the boy.
	 “Yes,” said the child, brimful of glee. “Home, for good and 
all. Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much kinder than he used 
to be, that home’s like Heaven. He spoke so gently to me one dear 
night when I was going to bed, that I was not afraid to ask him once 
more if you might come home; and he said Yes, you should; and sent 
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me in a coach to bring you. And you’re to be a man,” said the child, 
opening her eyes,” and are never to come back here; but first, we’re to 
be together all the Christmas long, and have the merriest time in all the 
world.”
	 “You are quite a woman, little Fan,” exclaimed the boy.
	 She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch his 
head; but being too little, laughed again, and stood on tiptoe to embrace 
him. Then she began to drag him, in her childish eagerness, towards 
the door; and he, nothing loth to go, accompanied her.
	 A terrible voice in the hall cried, “Bring down Master Scrooge’s 
box, there,” and in the hall appeared the schoolmaster himself, who 
glared on Master Scrooge with a ferocious condescension, and threw 
him into a dreadful state of mind by shaking hands with him. He then 
conveyed him and his sister into the veriest old well of a shivering 
best-parlour that ever was seen, where the maps upon the wall, and 
the celestial and terrestrial globes in the windows, were waxy with 
cold. Here he produced a decanter of curiously light wine, and a 
block of curiously heavy cake, and administered installments of those 
dainties to the young people: at the same time, sending out a meagre 
servant to offer a glass of something to the postboy, who answered 
that he thanked the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had 
tasted before, he had rather not. Master Scrooge’s trunk being by this 
time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade the schoolmaster 
good-bye right willingly; and getting into it, drove gaily down the 
garden-sweep: the quick wheels dashing the hoar-frost and snow from 
off the dark leaves of the evergreens like spray.
	 “Always a delicate creature, whom a breath might have 
withered,” said the Ghost. “But she had a large heart.”
	 “So she had,” cried Scrooge. “You’re right. I will not gainsay it, 
Spirit. God forbid.”
	 “She died a woman,” said the Ghost,  “and had, as I think, 
children.”
	 “One child,” Scrooge returned.
	 “True,” said the Ghost. “Your nephew.”
	 Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered briefly, 
“Yes.”
	 Although they had but that moment left the school behind 
them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a city, where 
shadowy passengers passed and repassed; where shadowy carts and 
coaches battle for the way, and all the strife and tumult of a real city 
were. It was made plain enough, by the dressing of the shops, that here 
too it was Christmas time again; but it was evening, and the streets 
were lighted up.
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	 The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked 
Scrooge if he knew it.
	 “Know it.” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here.”
	 They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig, 
sitting behind such a high desk, that if he had been two inches taller he 
must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge cried in great 
excitement:
Why, it’s old Fezziwig. Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive again.”
	 Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock, 
which pointed to the hour of seven. He rubbed his hands; adjusted his 
capacious waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from his shows to his 
organ of benevolence; and called out in a comfortable, oily, rich, fat, 
jovial voice:
	 “Yo ho, there. Ebenezer. Dick.”
	 Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly 
in, accompanied by his fellow-prentice.
	 “Dick Wilkins, to be sure,” said Scrooge to the Ghost. “Bless 
me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached to me, was Dick. Poor 
Dick. Dear, dear.”
	 “Yo ho, my boys,” said Fezziwig. “No more work to-night. 
Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer. Let’s have the shutters up,” 
cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands, “before a man can 
say Jack Robinson.”
	 You wouldn’t believe how those two fellows went at it. They 
charged into the street with the shutters — one, two, three — had them 
up in their places — four, five, six — barred them and pinned then 
— seven, eight, nine — and came back before you could have got to 
twelve, panting like race-horses.
	 “Hilli-ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high 
desk, with wonderful agility. “Clear away, my lads, and let’s have lots 
of room here. Hilli-ho, Dick. Chirrup, Ebenezer.”
	 Clear away. There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared 
away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old Fezziwig looking on. 
It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off, as if it were 
dismissed from public life for evermore; the floor was swept and 
watered, the lamps were trimmed, fuel was heaped upon the fire; and 
the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and dry, and bright a ball-
room, as you would desire to see upon a winter’s night.
	 In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty 
desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach-aches. 
In came Mrs Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In came the three 
Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came the six young followers 
whose hearts they broke. In came all the young men and women 
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employed in the business. In came the housemaid, with her cousin, 
the baker. In came the cook, with her brother’s particular friend, the 
milkman. In came the boy from over the way, who was suspected of not 
having board enough from his master; trying to hide himself behind 
the girl from next door but one, who was proved to have had her ears 
pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another; some shyly, 
some boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, some pushing, some 
pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow. Away they all went, 
twenty couple at once; hands half round and back again the other way; 
down the middle and up again; round and round in various stages of 
affectionate grouping; old top couple always turning up in the wrong 
place; new top couple starting off again, as soon as they got there; 
all top couples at last, and not a bottom one to help them. When this 
result was brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop 
the dance, cried out, “Well done!” and the fiddler plunged his hot face 
into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose. But scorning 
rest, upon his reappearance, he instantly began again, though there 
were no dancers yet, as if the other fiddler had been carried home, 
exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a bran-new man resolved to beat 
him out of sight, or perish.
	 There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and more 
dances, and there was cake, and there was negus, and there was a great 
piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold Boiled, and 
there were mince-pies, and plenty of beer. But the great effect of the 
evening came after the Roast and Boiled, when the fiddler (an artful 
dog, mind. The sort of man who knew his business better than you or 
I could have told it him.) struck up Sir Roger de Coverley.” Then old 
Fezziwig stood out to dance with Mrs Fezziwig. Top couple, too; with 
a good stiff piece of work cut out for them; three or four and twenty 
pair of partners; people who were not to be trifled with; people who 
would dance, and had no notion of walking.
	 But if they had been twice as many — ah, four times — old 
Fezziwig would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs 
Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every sense 
of the term. If that’s not high praise, tell me higher, and I’ll use it. A 
positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s calves. They shone 
in every part of the dance like moons. You couldn’t have predicted, at 
any given time, what would have become of them next. And when old 
Fezziwig and Mrs Fezziwig had gone all through the dance; advance 
and retire, both hands to your partner, bow and curtsey, corkscrew, 
thread-the-needle, and back again to your place; Fezziwig cut — cut so 
deftly, that he appeared to wink with his legs, and came upon his feet 
again without a stagger.
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	 When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up. Mr 
and Mrs Fezziwig took their stations, one on either side of the door, 
and shaking hands with every person individually as he or she went 
out, wished him or her a Merry Christmas. When everybody had 
retired but the two prentices, they did the same to them; and thus the 
cheerful voices died away, and the lads were left to their beds; which 
were under a counter in the back-shop.
	 During the whole of this time, Scrooge had acted like a man out 
of his wits. His heart and soul were in the scene, and with his former 
self. He corroborated everything, remembered everything, enjoyed 
everything, and underwent the strangest agitation. It was not until 
now, when the bright faces of his former self and Dick were turned 
from them, that he remembered the Ghost, and became conscious that 
it was looking full upon him, while the light upon its head burnt very 
clear.
	 “A small matter,” said the Ghost, “to make these silly folks so 
full of gratitude.”
	 “Small.” echoed Scrooge.
	 The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who 
were pouring out their hearts in praise of Fezziwig: and when he had 
done so, said,
	 ‘Why. Is it not. He has spent but a few pounds of your mortal 
money: three or four perhaps. Is that so much that he deserves this 
praise.”
	 “It isn’t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and 
speaking unconsciously like his former, not his latter, self. “It isn’t that, 
Spirit. He has the power to render us happy or unhappy; to make our 
service light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil. Say that his power 
lies in words and looks; in things so slight and insignificant that it is 
impossible to add and count them up: what then. The happiness he 
gives, is quite as great as if it cost a fortune.”
	 He felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped.
	 “What is the matter.’ asked the Ghost.
	 “Nothing in particular,’ said Scrooge.
	 “Something, I think,” the Ghost insisted.
	 “No,” said Scrooge, “No. I should like to be able to say a word 
or two to my clerk just now. That’s all.”
	 His former self turned down the lamps as he gave utterance 
to the wish; and Scrooge and the Ghost again stood side by side in the 
open air.
	 “My time grows short,” observed the Spirit. “Quick.”
	 This was not addressed to Scrooge, or to any one whom he 
could see, but it produced an immediate effect. For again Scrooge saw 
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himself. He was older now; a man in the prime of life. His face had not 
the harsh and rigid lines of later years; but it had begun to wear the 
signs of care and avarice. There was an eager, greedy, restless motion 
in the eye, which showed the passion that had taken root, and where 
the shadow of the growing tree would fall.
	 He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl in a 
mourning-dress: in whose eyes there were tears, which sparkled in the 
light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas Past.
	 “It matters little,” she said, softly. “To you, very little. Another 
idol has displaced me; and if it can cheer and comfort you in time to 
come, as I would have tried to do, I have no just cause to grieve.”
	 “What Idol has displaced you,” he rejoined.
	 “A golden one.”
	 “This is the even-handed dealing of the world,” he said. “There 
is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; and there is nothing it 
professes to condemn with such severity as the pursuit of wealth.”
	 “You fear the world too much,” she answered, gently. “All your 
other hopes have merged into the hope of being beyond the chance of 
its sordid reproach. I have seen your nobler aspirations fall off one by 
one, until the master-passion, Gain, engrosses you. Have I not.”
“What then?” he retorted. “Even if I have grown so much wiser, what 
then. I am not changed towards you.”
	 She shook her head.
	 “Am I?”
	 “Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both 
poor and content to be so, until, in good season, we could improve our 
worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed. When it 
was made, you were another man.”
	 “I was a boy,” he said impatiently.
	 “Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,” 
she returned. “I am. That which promised happiness when we were 
one in heart, is fraught with misery now that we are two. How often 
and how keenly I have thought of this, I will not say. It is enough that 
I have thought of it, and can release you.”
	 “Have I ever sought release.”
	 “In words. No. Never.”
	 “In what, then.”
	 “In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmosphere 
of life; another Hope as its great end. In everything that made my love 
of any worth or value in your sight. If this had never been between us,” 
said the girl, looking mildly, but with steadiness, upon him;  “tell me, 
would you seek me out and try to win me now. Ah, no.”
	 He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite of 
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himself. But he said with a struggle, “You think not.”
	 “I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered, 
“Heaven knows. When I have learned a Truth like this, I know 
how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were free to-day, 
to-morrow, yesterday, can even I believe that you would choose a 
dowerless girl — you who, in your very confidence with her, weigh 
everything by Gain: or, choosing her, if for a moment you were false 
enough to your one guiding principle to do so, do I not know that your 
repentance and regret would surely follow. I do; and I release you. 
With a full heart, for the love of him you once were.”
	 He was about to speak; but with her head turned from him, 
she resumed.
	 “You may — the memory of what is past half makes me hope 
you will — have pain in this. A very, very brief time, and you will 
dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, as an unprofitable dream, from 
which it happened well that you awoke. May you be happy in the life 
you have chosen.”
	 She left him, and they parted.
	 “Spirit,” said Scrooge, “show me no more. Conduct me home. 
Why do you delight to torture me?”
	 “One shadow more!” exclaimed the Ghost.
	 “No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more, I don’t wish to see it. 
Show me no more!”
	 But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and 
forced him to observe what happened next.
	 They were in another scene and place; a room, not very 
large or handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the winter fire sat a 
beautiful young girl, so like that last that Scrooge believed it was the 
same, until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting opposite her 
daughter. The noise in this room was perfectly tumultuous, for there 
were more children there, than Scrooge in his agitated state of mind 
could count; and, unlike the celebrated herd in the poem, they were 
not forty children conducting themselves like one, but every child 
was conducting itself like forty. The consequences were uproarious 
beyond belief; but no one seemed to care; on the contrary, the mother 
and daughter laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the 
latter, soon beginning to mingle in the sports, got pillaged by the 
young brigands most ruthlessly. What would I not have given to one 
of them. Though I never could have been so rude, no, no. I wouldn’t 
for the wealth of all the world have crushed that braided hair, and torn 
it down; and for the precious little shoe, I wouldn’t have plucked it off, 
God bless my soul. to save my life. As to measuring her waist in sport, 
as they did, bold young brood, I couldn’t have done it; I should have 
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expected my arm to have grown round it for a punishment, and never 
come straight again. And yet I should have dearly liked, I own, to have 
touched her lips; to have questioned her, that she might have opened 
them; to have looked upon the lashes of her downcast eyes, and never 
raised a blush; to have let loose waves of hair, an inch of which would 
be a keepsake beyond price: in short, I should have liked, I do confess, 
to have had the lightest licence of a child, and yet to have been man 
enough to know its value.
	 But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a rush 
immediately ensued that she with laughing face and plundered dress 
was borne towards it the centre of a flushed and boisterous group, 
just in time to greet the father, who came home attended by a man 
laden with Christmas toys and presents. Then the shouting and the 
struggling, and the onslaught that was made on the defenceless porter. 
The scaling him with chairs for ladders to dive into his pockets, despoil 
him of brown-paper parcels, hold on tight by his cravat, hug him round 
his neck, pommel his back, and kick his legs in irrepressible affection. 
The shouts of wonder and delight with which the development of 
every package was received. The terrible announcement that the baby 
had been taken in the act of putting a doll’s frying-pan into his mouth, 
and was more than suspected of having swallowed a fictitious turkey, 
glued on a wooden platter. The immense relief of finding this a false 
alarm. The joy, and gratitude, and ecstasy. They are all indescribable 
alike. It is enough that by degrees the children and their emotions got 
out of the parlour, and by one stair at a time, up to the top of the house; 
where they went to bed, and so subsided.
	 And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than ever, when 
the master of the house, having his daughter leaning fondly on him, 
sat down with her and her mother at his own fireside; and when he 
thought that such another creature, quite as graceful and as full of 
promise, might have called him father, and been a spring-time in the 
haggard winter of his life, his sight grew very dim indeed.
	 “Belle,” said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, “I 
saw an old friend of yours this afternoon.”
	 “Who was it.”
	 “Guess.”
	 “How can I? Tut, don’t I know,” she added in the same breath, 
laughing as he laughed. “Mr Scrooge.”
	 “Mr Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as it was 
not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could scarcely help seeing 
him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear; and there he sat 
alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.”
	 “Spirit,” said Scrooge in a broken voice, “remove me from this 
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place.”
	 “I told you these were shadows of the things that have been,” 
said the Ghost. “That they are what they are, do not blame me.”
	 “Remove me!” Scrooge exclaimed, “I cannot bear it.”
	 He turned upon the Ghost, and seeing that it looked upon him 
with a face, in which in some strange way there were fragments of all 
the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.
	 “Leave me. Take me back. Haunt me no longer.”
	 In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which the 
Ghost with no visible resistance on its own part was undisturbed by 
any effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed that its light was burning 
high and bright; and dimly connecting that with its influence over 
him, he seized the extinguisher-cap, and by a sudden action pressed it 
down upon its head.
	 The Spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher covered 
its whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it down with all his force, 
he could not hide the light, which streamed from under it, in an 
unbroken flood upon the ground.
	 He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome by an 
irresistible drowsiness; and, further, of being in his own bedroom. He 
gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which his hand relaxed; and had 
barely time to reel to bed, before he sank into a heavy sleep.

Stave 3: The Second of the Three Spirits

	 Awaking in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, and 
sitting up in bed to get his thoughts together, Scrooge 
had no occasion to be told that the bell was again upon 

the stroke of One. He felt that he was restored to consciousness in the 
right nick of time, for the especial purpose of holding a conference 
with the second messenger despatched to him through Jacob Marley’s 
intervention. But, finding that he turned uncomfortably cold when he 
began to wonder which of his curtains this new spectre would draw 
back, he put them every one aside with his own hands, and lying down 
again, established a sharp look-out all round the bed. For, he wished to 
challenge the Spirit on the moment of its appearance, and did not wish 
to be taken by surprise, and made nervous.
	  Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume themselves 
on being acquainted with a move or two, and being usually equal to 
the time-of-day, express the wide range of their capacity for adventure 
by observing that they are good for anything from pitch-and-toss to 
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manslaughter; between which opposite extremes, no doubt, there 
lies a tolerably wide and comprehensive range of subjects. Without 
venturing for Scrooge quite as hardily as this, I don’t mind calling 
on you to believe that he was ready for a good broad field of strange 
appearances, and that nothing between a baby and rhinoceros would 
have astonished him very much.
	 Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not by 
any means prepared for nothing; and, consequently, when the Bell 
struck One, and no shape appeared, he was taken with a violent fit of 
trembling. Five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of an hour went by, 
yet nothing came. All this time, he lay upon his bed, the very core and 
centre of a blaze of ruddy light, which streamed upon it when the clock 
proclaimed the hour; and which, being only light, was more alarming 
than a dozen ghosts, as he was powerless to make out what it meant, or 
would be at; and was sometimes apprehensive that he might be at that 
very moment an interesting case of spontaneous combustion, without 
having the consolation of knowing it. At last, however, he began to 
think — as you or I would have thought at first; for it is always the 
person not in the predicament who knows what ought to have been 
done in it, and would unquestionably have done it too — at last, I say, 
he began to think that the source and secret of this ghostly light might 
be in the adjoining room, from whence, on further tracing it, it seemed 
to shine. This idea taking full possession of his mind, he got up softly 
and shuffled in his slippers to the door.
	 The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice 
called him by his name, and bade him enter. He obeyed.
	  It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But it had 
undergone a surprising transformation. The walls and ceiling were so 
hung with living green, that it looked a perfect grove; from every part 
of which, bright gleaming berries glistened. The crisp leaves of holly, 
mistletoe, and ivy reflected back the light, as if so many little mirrors 
had been scattered there; and such a mighty blaze went roaring up 
the chimney, as that dull petrification of a hearth had never known 
in Scrooge’s time, or Marley’s, or for many and many a winter season 
gone. Heaped up on the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, 
geese, game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat, sucking-pigs, long 
wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, plum-puddings, barrels of oysters, 
red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked apples, juicy oranges, luscious pears, 
immense twelfth-cakes, and seething bowls of punch, that made the 
chamber dim with their delicious steam. In easy state upon this couch, 
there sat a jolly Giant, glorious to see:, who bore a glowing torch, in 
shape not unlike Plenty’s horn, and held it up, high up, to shed its light 
on Scrooge, as he came peeping round the door.
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	 “Come in,” exclaimed the Ghost. “Come in, and know me 
better, man.”
	 Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit. 
He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and though the Spirit’s 
eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them.
	 “I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the Spirit. “Look 
upon me.”
	  Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple green 
robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This garment hung so loosely 
on the figure, that its capacious breast was bare, as if disdaining to be 
warded or concealed by any artifice. Its feet, observable beneath the 
ample folds of the garment, were also bare; and on its head it wore 
no other covering than a holly wreath, set here and there with shining 
icicles. Its dark brown curls were long and free; free as its genial face, 
its sparkling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its unconstrained 
demeanor, and its joyful air. Girded round its middle was an antique 
scabbard; but no sword was in it, and the ancient sheath was eaten up 
with rust.
	 “You have never seen the like of me before,” exclaimed the 
Spirit.
	  “Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.
	 “Have never walked forth with the younger members of my 
family; meaning (for I am very young) my elder brothers born in these 
later years,” pursued the Phantom.
	 “I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am afraid I have not. 
Have you had many brothers, Spirit.”
	 “More than eighteen hundred,” said the Ghost.
	  “A tremendous family to provide for,” muttered Scrooge.
	 The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.
	 “Spirit,” said Scrooge submissively, “conduct me where you 
will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and I learnt a lesson which 
is working now. To-night, if you have aught to teach me, let me profit 
by it.”
	 “Touch my robe.”
	  Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.
	  Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poultry, 
brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings, fruit, and punch, 
all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire, the ruddy glow, the 
hour of night, and they stood in the city streets on Christmas morning, 
where (for the weather was severe) the people made a rough, but 
brisk and not unpleasant kind of music, in scraping the snow from the 
pavement in front of their dwellings, and from the tops of their houses, 
whence it was mad delight to the boys to see it come plumping down 
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into the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms.
	 The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows 
blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet of snow upon the 
roofs, and with the dirtier snow upon the ground; which last deposit 
had been ploughed up in deep furrows by the heavy wheels of carts 
and waggons; furrows that crossed and recrossed each other hundreds 
of times where the great streets branched off; and made intricate 
channels, hard to trace in the thick yellow mud and icy water. The sky 
was gloomy, and the shortest streets were choked up with a dingy 
mist, half thawed, half frozen, whose heavier particles descended in 
shower of sooty atoms, as if all the chimneys in Great Britain had, by 
one consent, caught fire, and were blazing away to their dear hearts’ 
content. There was nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, and 
yet was there an air of cheerfulness abroad that the clearest summer air 
and brightest summer sun might have endeavoured to diffuse in vain.
	 For, the people who were shovelling away on the housetops 
were jovial and full of glee; calling out to one another from the parapets, 
and now and then exchanging a facetious snowball — better-natured 
missile far than many a wordy jest — laughing heartily if it went right 
and not less heartily if it went wrong. The poulterers’ shops were 
still half open, and the fruiterers’ were radiant in their glory. There 
were great, round, pot-bellied baskets of chestnuts, shaped like the 
waistcoats of jolly old gentlemen, lolling at the doors, and tumbling out 
into the street in their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, brown-
faced, broad-girthed Spanish Friars, and winking from their shelves 
in wanton slyness at the girls as they went by, and glanced demurely 
at the hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and apples, clustered high 
in blooming pyramids; there were bunches of grapes, made, in the 
shopkeepers’ benevolence to dangle from conspicuous hooks, that 
people’s mouths might water gratis as they passed; there were piles 
of filberts, mossy and brown, recalling, in their fragrance, ancient 
walks among the woods, and pleasant shufflings ankle deep through 
withered leaves; there were Norfolk Biffins, squab and swarthy, setting 
off the yellow of the oranges and lemons, and, in the great compactness 
of their juicy persons, urgently entreating and beseeching to be carried 
home in paper bags and eaten after dinner. The very gold and silver 
fish, set forth among these choice fruits in a bowl, though members of 
a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to know that there was 
something going on; and, to a fish, went gasping round and round 
their little world in slow and passionless excitement.
	 The Grocers, oh the Grocers,  nearly closed, with perhaps two 
shutters down, or one; but through those gaps such glimpses. It was 
not alone that the scales descending on the counter made a merry 
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sound, or that the twine and roller parted company so briskly, or that 
the canisters were rattled up and down like juggling tricks, or even that 
the blended scents of tea and coffee were so grateful to the nose, or even 
that the raisins were so plentiful and rare, the almonds so extremely 
white, the sticks of cinnamon so long and straight, the other spices so 
delicious, the candied fruits so caked and spotted with molten sugar 
as to make the coldest lookers-on feel faint and subsequently bilious. 
Nor was it that the figs were moist and pulpy, or that the French plums 
blushed in modest tartness from their highly-decorated boxes, or 
that everything was good to eat and in its Christmas dress; but the 
customers were all so hurried and so eager in the hopeful promise of 
the day, that they tumbled up against each other at the door, crashing 
their wicker baskets wildly, and left their purchases upon the counter, 
and came running back to fetch them, and committed hundreds of the 
like mistakes, in the best humour possible; while the Grocer and his 
people were so frank and fresh that the polished hearts with which 
they fastened their aprons behind might have been their own, worn 
outside for general inspection, and for Christmas daws to peck at if 
they chose.
	  But soon the steeples called good people all, to church and 
chapel, and away they came, flocking through the streets in their best 
clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the same time there emerged 
from scores of bye-streets, lanes, and nameless turnings, innumerable 
people, carrying their dinners to the baker’s shops. The sight of these 
poor revellers appeared to interest the Spirit very much, for he stood 
with Scrooge beside him in a baker’s doorway, and taking off the 
covers as their bearers passed, sprinkled incense on their dinners from 
his torch. And it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once or twice 
when there were angry words between some dinner-carriers who had 
jostled each other, he shed a few drops of water on them from it, and 
their good humour was restored directly. For they said, it was a shame 
to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And so it was. God love it, so it was.
	  In time the bells ceased, and the bakers were shut up; and yet 
there was a genial shadowing forth of all these dinners and the progress 
of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above each baker’s oven; 
where the pavement smoked as if its stones were cooking too.
	  “Is there a peculiar flavour in what you sprinkle from your 
torch,” asked Scrooge.
	  “There is. My own.”
	  “Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day,” asked 
Scrooge.
	 “To any kindly given. To a poor one most.”
	 “Why to a poor one most,” asked Scrooge.
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	 “Because it needs it most.”
	 “Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “I wonder 
you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us, should desire to 
cramp these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoyment.”
	 “I!” cried the Spirit.
	 “You would deprive them of their means of dining every 
seventh day, often the only day on which they can be said to dine at 
all,” said Scrooge. “Wouldn’t you?”
	 “I!” cried the Spirit.
	  “You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day,” said 
Scrooge. “And it comes to the same thing.”
	  “I seek,” exclaimed the Spirit.
	 “Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name, or 
at least in that of your family,” said Scrooge.
	 “There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the Spirit, 
“who lay claim to know us, and who do their deeds of passion, pride, 
ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in our name, who are 
as strange to us and all out kith and kin, as if they had never lived. 
Remember that, and charge their doings on themselves, not us.”
	 Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on, invisible, as 
they had been before, into the suburbs of the town. It was a remarkable 
quality of the Ghost (which Scrooge had observed at the baker’s), that 
notwithstanding his gigantic size, he could accommodate himself to 
any place with ease; and that he stood beneath a low roof quite as 
gracefully and like a supernatural creature, as it was possible he could 
have done in any lofty hall.
	 And perhaps it was the pleasure the good Spirit had in showing 
off this power of his, or else it was his own kind, generous, hearty nature, 
and his sympathy with all poor men, that led him straight to Scrooge’s 
clerk’s; for there he went, and took Scrooge with him, holding to his 
robe; and on the threshold of the door the Spirit smiled, and stopped to 
bless Bob Cratchit’s dwelling with the sprinkling of his torch. Think of 
that. Bob had but fifteen bob a-week himself; he pocketed on Saturdays 
but fifteen copies of his Christian name; and yet the Ghost of Christmas 
Present blessed his four-roomed house.
	 Then up rose Mrs Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but 
poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in ribbons, which are cheap 
and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the cloth, assisted by 
Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also brave in ribbons; while 
Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork into the saucepan of potatoes, and 
getting the corners of his monstrous shirt collar (Bob’s private property, 
conferred upon his son and heir in honour of the day) into his mouth, 
rejoiced to find himself so gallantly attired, and yearned to show his 
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linen in the fashionable Parks. And now two smaller Cratchits, boy 
and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside the baker’s they had 
smelt the goose, and known it for their own; and basking in luxurious 
thoughts of sage and onion, these young Cratchits danced about the 
table, and exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the skies, while he (not 
proud, although his collars nearly choked him) blew the fire, until the 
slow potatoes bubbling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan-lid to be 
let out and peeled.
	 “What has ever got your precious father then,” said Mrs 
Cratchit. “And your brother, Tiny Tim. And Martha warn’t as late last 
Christmas Day by half-an-hour.”
	  “Here’s Martha, mother,” said a girl, appearing as she spoke.
	 “Here’s Martha, mother,” cried the two young Cratchits. 
“Hurrah. There’s such a goose, Martha.”
	  “Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are,” said 
Mrs Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and taking off her shawl and 
bonnet for her with officious zeal.
	 “We’d a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the girl, 
“and had to clear away this morning, mother.”
	 “Well. Never mind so long as you are come,” said Mrs Cratchit. 
“Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and have a warm, Lord bless ye.”
	 “No, no. There’s father coming,” cried the two young Cratchits, 
who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha, hide.”
	  So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father, with 
at least three feet of comforter exclusive of the fringe, hanging down 
before him; and his threadbare clothes darned up and brushed, to look 
seasonable; and Tiny Tim upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he 
bore a little crutch, and had his limbs supported by an iron frame.
	 “Why, where’s our Martha,” cried Bob Cratchit, looking round.
	  “Not coming,” said Mrs Cratchit.
	 “Not coming.” said Bob, with a sudden declension in his high 
spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood horse all the way from church, and 
had come home rampant. “Not coming upon Christmas Day.”
	 Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed, if it were only in 
joke; so she came out prematurely from behind the closet door, and 
ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled Tiny Tim, 
and bore him off into the wash-house, that he might hear the pudding 
singing in the copper.
	 “And how did little Tim behave. asked Mrs Cratchit, when she 
had rallied Bob on his credulity, and Bob had hugged his daughter to 
his heart’s content.
	 “As good as gold,” said Bob, “and better. Somehow he gets 
thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest things 
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you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped the people 
saw him in the church, because he was a cripple, and it might be 
pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day, who made lame 
beggars walk, and blind men see.”
	 Bob’s voice was tremulous when he told them this, and 
trembled more when he said that Tiny Tim was growing strong and 
hearty.
	 His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and back came 
Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, escorted by his brother and 
sister to his stool before the fire; and while Bob, turning up his cuffs 
— as if, poor fellow, they were capable of being made more shabby 
— compounded some hot mixture in a jug with gin and lemons, and 
stirred it round and round and put it on the hob to simmer; Master 
Peter, and the two ubiquitous young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, 
with which they soon returned in high procession.
	  Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose 
the rarest of all birds; a feathered phenomenon, to which a black swan 
was a matter of course — and in truth it was something very like it 
in that house. Mrs Cratchit made the gravy (ready beforehand in a 
little saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed the potatoes with 
incredible vigour; Miss Belinda sweetened up the apple-sauce; Martha 
dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny Tim beside him in a tiny corner 
at the table; the two young Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not 
forgetting themselves, and mounting guard upon their posts, crammed 
spoons into their mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their 
turn came to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and grace was 
said. It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs Cratchit, looking 
slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the breast; 
but when she did, and when the long expected gush of stuffing issued 
forth, one murmur of delight arose all round the board, and even Tiny 
Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits, beat on the table with the 
handle of his knife, and feebly cried Hurrah.
	 There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn’t believe there 
ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavour, size and 
cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration. Eked out by apple-
sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a sufficient dinner for the whole 
family; indeed, as Mrs Cratchit said with great delight (surveying one 
small atom of a bone upon the dish), they hadn’t ate it all at last. Yet 
every one had had enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular, 
were steeped in sage and onion to the eyebrows. But now, the plates 
being changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs Cratchit left the room alone — too 
nervous to bear witnesses — to take the pudding up and bring it in.
	  Suppose it should not be done enough. Suppose it should 
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break in turning out. Suppose somebody should have got over the wall 
of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry with the goose 
— a supposition at which the two young Cratchits became livid. All 
sorts of horrors were supposed.
	 Hallo. A great deal of steam. The pudding was out of the 
copper. A smell like a washing-day. That was the cloth. A smell like 
an eating-house and a pastrycook’s next door to each other, with a 
laundress’s next door to that. That was the pudding. In half a minute 
Mrs Cratchit entered — flushed, but smiling proudly — with the 
pudding, like a speckled cannon-ball, so hard and firm, blazing in half 
of half-a-quartern of ignited brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly 
stuck into the top.
	 Oh, a wonderful pudding. Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too, 
that he regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs Cratchit 
since their marriage. Mrs Cratchit said that now the weight was off her 
mind, she would confess she had had her doubts about the quantity 
of flour. Everybody had something to say about it, but nobody said or 
thought it was at all a small pudding for a large family. It would have 
been flat heresy to do so. Any Cratchit would have blushed to hint at 
such a thing.
	  At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the hearth 
swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the jug being tasted, and 
considered perfect, apples and oranges were put upon the table, and a 
shovel-full of chestnuts on the fire. Then all the Cratchit family drew 
round the hearth, in what Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a 
one; and at Bob Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of glass. Two 
tumblers, and a custard-cup without a handle.
	 These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as 
golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with beaming 
looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and cracked noisily. 
Then Bob proposed:
	 “A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us.”
	 Which all the family re-echoed.
	  “God bless us every one,” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.
	 He sat very close to his father’s side upon his little stool. Bob 
held his withered little hand in his, as if he loved the child, and wished 
to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might be taken from him.
	  “Spirit,” said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt before, 
“tell me if Tiny Tim will live.”
	  “I see a vacant seat,” replied the Ghost, “in the poor chimney-
corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully preserved. If these 
shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will die.”
	  “No, no,” said Scrooge. “Oh, no, kind Spirit; say he will be 
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spared.”
	  “If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, none other 
of my race,” returned the Ghost, “will find him here. What then. If he 
be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the surplus population.”
	 Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words quoted by the 
Spirit, and was overcome with penitence and grief. “Man,” said the 
Ghost, “if man you be in heart, not adamant, forbear that wicked cant 
until you have discovered What the surplus is, and Where it is. Will 
you decide what men shall live, what men shall die. It may be, that in 
the sight of Heaven, you are more worthless and less fit to live than 
millions like this poor man’s child. Oh God. to hear the Insect on the 
leaf pronouncing on the too much life among his hungry brothers in 
the dust.”
	  Scrooge bent before the Ghost’s rebuke, and trembling cast 
his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them speedily, on hearing his 
own name.
	 “Mr Scrooge,” said Bob; “I’ll give you Mr Scrooge, the Founder 
of the Feast.”
	  “The Founder of the Feast indeed,” cried Mrs Cratchit, 
reddening. “I wish I had him here. I’d give him a piece of my mind to 
feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.”
	 “My dear,” said Bob, “the children. Christmas Day.”
	  “It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on which 
one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling man as 
Mr Scrooge. You know he is, Robert. Nobody knows it better than you 
do, poor fellow.”
	 “My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.”
	  “I’ll drink his health for your sake and the Day’s,” said Mrs 
Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him. A merry Christmas and a happy 
new year. He’ll be very merry and very happy, I have no doubt.”
	 The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of their 
proceedings which had no heartiness. Tiny Tim drank it last of all, but 
he didn’t care twopence for it. Scrooge was the Ogre of the family. The 
mention of his name cast a dark shadow on the party, which was not 
dispelled for full five minutes.
	  After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier than 
before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful being done with. 
Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his eye for Master 
Peter, which would bring in, if obtained, full five-and-sixpence 
weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed tremendously at the idea of 
Peter’s being a man of business; and Peter himself looked thoughtfully 
at the fire from between his collars, as if he were deliberating what 
particular investments he should favour when he came into the receipt 
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of that bewildering income. Martha, who was a poor apprentice at a 
milliner’s, then told them what kind of work she had to do, and how 
many hours she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie abed 
to-morrow morning for a good long rest; to-morrow being a holiday 
she passed at home. Also how she had seen a countess and a lord 
some days before, and how the lord was much about as tall as Peter; at 
which Peter pulled up his collars so high that you couldn’t have seen 
his head if you had been there. All this time the chestnuts and the jug 
went round and round; and by-and-bye they had a song, about a lost 
child travelling in the snow, from Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little 
voice, and sang it very well indeed.
	 There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a 
handsome family; they were not well dressed; their shoes were far 
from being water-proof; their clothes were scanty; and Peter might 
have known, and very likely did, the inside of a pawnbroker’s. But, 
they were happy, grateful, pleased with one another, and contented 
with the time; and when they faded, and looked happier yet in the 
bright sprinklings of the Spirit’s torch at parting, Scrooge had his eye 
upon them, and especially on Tiny Tim, until the last.
	 By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily; 
and as Scrooge and the Spirit went along the streets, the brightness 
of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlours, and all sorts of rooms, was 
wonderful. Here, the flickering of the blaze showed preparations for 
a cosy dinner, with hot plates baking through and through before 
the fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be drawn to shut out cold 
and darkness. There all the children of the house were running out 
into the snow to meet their married sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, 
aunts, and be the first to greet them. Here, again, were shadows on the 
window-blind of guests assembling; and there a group of handsome 
girls, all hooded and fur-booted, and all chattering at once, tripped 
lightly off to some near neighbor’s house; where, woe upon the single 
man who saw them enter — artful witches, well they knew it — in a 
glow.
	  But, if you had judged from the numbers of people on their 
way to friendly gatherings, you might have thought that no one was 
at home to give them welcome when they got there, instead of every 
house expecting company, and piling up its fires half-chimney high. 
Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted. How it bared its breadth of 
breast, and opened its capacious palm, and floated on, outpouring, 
with a generous hand, its bright and harmless mirth on everything 
within its reach. The very lamplighter, who ran on before, dotting the 
dusky street with specks of light, and who was dressed to spend the 
evening somewhere, laughed out loudly as the Spirit passed, though 
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little kenned the lamplighter that he had any company but Christmas.
	 And now, without a word of warning from the Ghost, they 
stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where monstrous masses of rude 
stone were cast about, as though it were the burial-place of giants; 
and water spread itself wheresoever it listed, or would have done so, 
but for the frost that held it prisoner; and nothing grew but moss and 
furze, and coarse rank grass. Down in the west the setting sun had left 
a streak of fiery red, which glared upon the desolation for an instant, 
like a sullen eye, and frowning lower, lower, lower yet, was lost in the 
thick gloom of darkest night.
	 “What place is this?” asked Scrooge.
	  “A place where Miners live, who labour in the bowels of the 
earth,” returned the Spirit. “But they know me. See.”
	 Alight shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they 
advanced towards it. Passing through the wall of mud and stone, they 
found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing fire. An old, old 
man and woman, with their children and their children’s children, and 
another generation beyond that, all decked out gaily in their holiday 
attire. The old man, in a voice that seldom rose above the howling of 
the wind upon the barren waste, was singing them a Christmas song 
— it had been a very old song when he was a boy — and from time to 
time they all joined in the chorus. So surely as they raised their voices, 
the old man got quite blithe and loud; and so surely as they stopped, 
his vigor sank again.
	 The Spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his 
robe, and passing on above the moor, sped — whither. Not to sea. 
To sea. To Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last of the land, 
a frightful range of rocks, behind them; and his ears were deafened 
by the thundering of water, as it rolled and roared, and raged among 
the dreadful caverns it had worn, and fiercely tried to undermine the 
earth.
	  Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so 
from shore, on which the waters chafed and dashed, the wild year 
through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps of sea-weed 
clung to its base, and storm-birds — born of the wind one might 
suppose, as sea-weed of the water — rose and fell about it, like the 
waves they skimmed.
	 But even here, two men who watched the light had made a 
fire, that through the loophole in the thick stone wall shed out a ray of 
brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands over the rough 
table at which they sat, they wished each other Merry Christmas in 
their can of grog; and one of them: the elder, too, with his face all 
damaged and scarred with hard weather, as the figure-head of an old 
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ship might be: struck up a sturdy song that was like a Gale in itself.
	 Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea — 
on, on — until, being far away, as he told Scrooge, from any shore, 
they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the wheel, 
the look-out in the bow, the officers who had the watch; dark, ghostly 
figures in their several stations; but every man among them hummed a 
Christmas tune, or had a Christmas thought, or spoke below his breath 
to his companion of some bygone Christmas Day, with homeward 
hopes belonging to it. And every man on board, waking or sleeping, 
good or bad, had had a kinder word for another on that day than on 
any day in the year; and had shared to some extent in its festivities; 
and had remembered those he cared for at a distance, and had known 
that they delighted to remember him.
	 It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the 
moaning of the wind, and thinking what a solemn thing it was to 
move on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose 
depths were secrets as profound as Death: it was a great surprise to 
Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It was a much 
greater surprise to Scrooge to recognise it as his own nephew’s and to 
find himself in a bright, dry, gleaming room, with the Spirit standing 
smiling by his side, and looking at that same nephew with approving 
affability.
	  “Ha, ha,” laughed Scrooge’s nephew. “Ha, ha, ha.”
	 If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know a 
man more blest in a laugh than Scrooge’s nephew, all I can say is, I 
should like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and I’ll cultivate his 
acquaintance.
	 It is a fair, even-handed, noble adjustment of things, that while 
there is infection in disease and sorrow, there is nothing in the world so 
irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-humour. When Scrooge’s 
nephew laughed in this way: holding his sides, rolling his head, and 
twisting his face into the most extravagant contortions: Scrooge’s niece, 
by marriage, laughed as heartily as he. And their assembled friends 
being not a bit behindhand, roared out lustily.
	  “Ha, ha. Ha, ha, ha, ha.”
	  “He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I live,” cried 
Scrooge’s nephew. “He believed it too.”
	 “More shame for him, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, indignantly. 
Bless those women; they never do anything by halves. They are always 
in earnest.
	 She was very pretty: exceedingly pretty. With a dimpled, 
surprised-looking, capital face; a ripe little mouth, that seemed made 
to be kissed — as no doubt it was; all kinds of good little dots about her 



287

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

chin, that melted into one another when she laughed; and the sunniest 
pair of eyes you ever saw in any little creature’s head. Altogether 
she was what you would have called provoking, you know; but 
satisfactory,
	 “He’s a comical old fellow,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that’s the 
truth: and not so pleasant as he might be. However, his offences carry 
their own punishment, and I have nothing to say against him.”
	  “I’m sure he is very rich, Fred,” hinted Scrooge’s niece. “At 
least you always tell me so.”
	 “What of that, my dear,” said Scrooge’s nephew. “His wealth is 
of no use to him. He don’t do any good with it. He don’t make himself 
comfortable with it. He hasn’t the satisfaction of thinking — ha, ha, ha. 
— that he is ever going to benefit us with it.”
	  “I have no patience with him,” observed Scrooge’s niece. 
Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, and all the other ladies, expressed the same 
opinion.
	 “Oh, I have,” said Scrooge’s nephew. “I am sorry for him; I 
couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers by his ill whims. 
Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to dislike us, and he 
won’t come and dine with us. What’s the consequence. He don’t lose 
much of a dinner.”
	  “Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,” interrupted 
Scrooge’s niece. Everybody else said the same, and they must be 
allowed to have been competent judges, because they had just had 
dinner; and, with the dessert upon the table, were clustered round the 
fire, by lamplight.
	 “Well. I’m very glad to hear it,” said Scrooge’s nephew, 
“because I haven’t great faith in these young housekeepers. What do 
you say, Topper?”
	 Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s niece’s 
sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a wretched outcast, who 
had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat Scrooge’s 
niece’s sister — the plump one with the lace tucker: not the one with 
the roses — blushed.
	  “Do go on, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, clapping her hands. 
“He never finishes what he begins to say. He is such a ridiculous 
fellow.”
	  Scrooge’s nephew revelled in another laugh, and as it was 
impossible to keep the infection off; though the plump sister tried 
hard to do it with aromatic vinegar; his example was unanimously 
followed.
	 “I was only going to say,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that the 
consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not making merry with 
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us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant moments, which could do 
him no harm. I am sure he loses pleasanter companions than he can 
find in his own thoughts, either in his moldy old office, or his dusty 
chambers. I mean to give him the same chance every year, whether 
he likes it or not, for I pity him. He may rail at Christmas till he dies, 
but he can’t help thinking better of it — I defy him — if he finds me 
going there, in good temper, year after year, and saying Uncle Scrooge, 
how are you. If it only puts him in the vein to leave his poor clerk fifty 
pounds, that’s something; and I think I shook him yesterday.”
	 It was their turn to laugh now at the notion of his shaking 
Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and not much caring 
what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any rate, he encouraged 
them in their merriment, and passed the bottle joyously.
	 After tea. they had some music. For they were a musical family, 
and knew what they were about, when they sung a Glee or Catch, I can 
assure you: especially Topper, who could growl away in the bass like a 
good one, and never swell the large veins in his forehead, or get red in 
the face over it. Scrooge’s niece played well upon the harp; and played 
among other tunes a simple little air (a mere nothing: you might learn 
to whistle it in two minutes), which had been familiar to the child who 
fetched Scrooge from the boarding-school, as he had been reminded 
by the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of music sounded, all 
the things that Ghost had shown him, came upon his mind; he softened 
more and more; and thought that if he could have listened to it often, 
years ago, he might have cultivated the kindnesses of life for his own 
happiness with his own hands, without resorting to the sexton’s spade 
that buried Jacob Marley.
	 But they didn’t devote the whole evening to music. After a 
while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be children sometimes, 
and never better than at Christmas, when its mighty Founder was a 
child himself. Stop. There was first a game at blind-man’s buff. Of 
course there was. And I no more believe Topper was really blind 
than I believe he had eyes in his boots. My opinion is, that it was a 
done thing between him and Scrooge’s nephew; and that the Ghost of 
Christmas Present knew it. The way he went after that plump sister 
in the lace tucker, was an outrage on the credulity of human nature. 
Knocking down the fire-irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping 
against the piano, smothering himself among the curtains, wherever 
she went, there went he. He always knew where the plump sister was. 
He wouldn’t catch anybody else. If you had fallen up against him 
(as some of them did), on purpose, he would have made a feint of 
endeavouring to seize you, which would have been an affront to your 
understanding, and would instantly have sidled off in the direction 
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of the plump sister. She often cried out that it wasn’t fair; and it really 
was not. But when at last, he caught her; when, in spite of all her 
silken rustlings, and her rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a 
corner whence there was no escape; then his conduct was the most 
execrable. For his pretending not to know her; his pretending that it 
was necessary to touch her head-dress, and further to assure himself 
of her identity by pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a certain 
chain about her neck; was vile, monstrous. No doubt she told him her 
opinion of it, when, another blind-man being in office, they were so 
very confidential together, behind the curtains.
	 Scrooge’s niece was not one of the blind-man’s buff party, but 
was made comfortable with a large chair and a footstool, in a snug 
corner, where the Ghost and Scrooge were close behind her. But she 
joined in the forfeits, and loved her love to admiration with all the 
letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the game of How, When, and Where, 
she was very great, and to the secret joy of Scrooge’s nephew, beat her 
sisters hollow: though they were sharp girls too, as could have told 
you. There might have been twenty people there, young and old, but 
they all played, and so did Scrooge, for, wholly forgetting the interest 
he had in what was going on, that his voice made no sound in their 
ears, he sometimes came out with his guess quite loud, and very often 
guessed quite right, too; for the sharpest needle, best Whitechapel, 
warranted not to cut in the eye, was not sharper than Scrooge; blunt as 
he took it in his head to be.
	  The Ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood, and 
looked upon him with such favour, that he begged like a boy to be 
allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the Spirit said could 
not be done.
	 “Here is a new game,” said Scrooge. “One half hour, Spirit, 
only one.”
	 It was a Game called Yes and No, where Scrooge’s nephew 
had to think of something, and the rest must find out what; he only 
answering to their questions yes or no, as the case was. The brisk fire 
of questioning to which he was exposed, elicited from him that he was 
thinking of an animal, a live animal, rather a disagreeable animal, a 
savage animal, an animal that growled and grunted sometimes, and 
talked sometimes, and lived in London, and walked about the streets, 
and wasn’t made a show of, and wasn’t led by anybody, and didn’t live 
in a menagerie, and was never killed in a market, and was not a horse, 
or an ass, or a cow, or a bull, or a tiger, or a dog, or a pig, or a cat, or 
a bear. At every fresh question that was put to him, this nephew burst 
into a fresh roar of laughter; and was so inexpressibly tickled, that he 
was obliged to get up off the sofa and stamp. At last the plump sister, 
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falling into a similar state, cried out:
	 “I have found it out. I know what it is, Fred. I know what it is.”
	  “What is it?” cried Fred.
	  “It’s your Uncle Scrooge.”
	 Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal sentiment, 
though some objected that the reply to ‘Is it a bear?’ ought to have been 
‘Yes;’ inasmuch as an answer in the negative was sufficient to have 
diverted their thoughts from Mr Scrooge, supposing they had ever had 
any tendency that way.
	 “He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,” said Fred, 
“and it would be ungrateful not to drink his health. Here is a glass 
of mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and I say, ‘Uncle 
Scrooge.’”
	  “Well. Uncle Scrooge!” they cried.
	 “A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to the old man, 
whatever he is,” said Scrooge’s nephew. “He wouldn’t take it from me, 
but may he have it, nevertheless. Uncle Scrooge.”
	 Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and light of 
heart, that he would have pledged the unconscious company in return, 
and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the Ghost had given him 
time. But the whole scene passed off in the breath of the last word 
spoken by his nephew; and he and the Spirit were again upon their 
travels.
	 Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they 
visited, but always with a happy end. The Spirit stood beside sick 
beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they were close at 
home; by struggling men, and they were patient in their greater hope; 
by poverty, and it was rich. In almshouse, hospital, and jail, in misery’s 
every refuge, where vain man in his little brief authority had not made 
fast the door and barred the Spirit out, he left his blessing, and taught 
Scrooge his precepts.
	  It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge had 
his doubts of this, because the Christmas Holidays appeared to be 
condensed into the space of time they passed together. It was strange, 
too, that while Scrooge remained unaltered in his outward form, the 
Ghost grew older, clearly older. Scrooge had observed this change, but 
never spoke of it, until they left a children’s Twelfth Night party, when, 
looking at the Spirit as they stood together in an open place, he noticed 
that its hair was grey.
	  “Are spirits’ lives so short?” asked Scrooge.
	 “My life upon this globe, is very brief,’ replied the Ghost. “It 
ends tonight.’
	  “To-night!” cried Scrooge.
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	 “To-night at midnight. Hark. The time is drawing near.”
	  The chimes were ringing the three quarters past eleven at that 
moment.
	 “Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said Scrooge, 
looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see something strange, and 
not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it a foot or a 
claw.”
	 “It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was the 
Spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.”
	  From the foldings of its robe, it brought two children; wretched, 
abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They knelt down at its feet, and 
clung upon the outside of its garment.
	 “Oh, Man. look here. Look, look, down here!” exclaimed the 
Ghost.
	 They were a boy and a girl. Yellow, meagre, ragged, scowling, 
wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility. Where graceful youth 
should have filled their features out, and touched them with its freshest 
tints, a stale and shrivelled hand, like that of age, had pinched, and 
twisted them, and pulled them into shreds. Where angels might have 
sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared out menacing. No change, 
no degradation, no perversion of humanity, in any grade, through all 
the mysteries of wonderful creation, has monsters half so horrible and 
dread.
	 Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him in 
this way, he tried to say they were fine children, but the words choked 
themselves, rather than be parties to a lie of such enormous magnitude.
	 “Spirit, are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more.
	 “They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down upon them. 
“And they cling to me, appealing from their fathers. This boy is 
Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all of their degree, 
but most of all beware this boy, for on his brow I see that written 
which is Doom, unless the writing be erased. Deny it!” cried the Spirit, 
stretching out its hand towards the city. “Slander those who tell it ye. 
Admit it for your factious purposes, and make it worse. And abide the 
end.”
	 “Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge.
	 “Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for the 
last time with his own words. “Are there no workhouses?” The bell 
struck twelve.
	 Scrooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As the 
last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered the prediction of old Jacob 
Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn Phantom, draped and 
hooded, coming, like a mist along the ground, towards him.
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Stave 4: The Last of the Spirits

	 The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When 
it came, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in the very 
air through which this Spirit moved it seemed to scatter 

gloom and mystery.
	  It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed its 
head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it visible save one outstretched 
hand. But for this it would have been difficult to detach its figure from 
the night, and separate it from the darkness by which it was surrounded.
	 He felt that it was tall and stately when it came beside him, and 
that its mysterious presence filled him with a solemn dread. He knew 
no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved.
	  “I am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come,” 
said Scrooge.
	 The Spirit answered not, but pointed onward with its hand.
	 “You are about to show me shadows of the things that have not 
happened, but will happen in the time before us,” Scrooge pursued. “Is 
that so, Spirit?”
	 The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an instant 
in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its head. That was the only 
answer he received.
	 Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge 
feared the silent shape so much that his legs trembled beneath him, 
and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared to follow it. 
The Spirit pauses a moment, as observing his condition, and giving him 
time to recover.
	 But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with a 
vague uncertain horror, to know that behind the dusky shroud, there 
were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though he stretched 
his own to the utmost, could see nothing but a spectral hand and one 
great heap of black.
	 “Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed, “I fear you more than any 
spectre I have seen. But as I know your purpose is to do me good, and 
as I hope to live to be another man from what I was, I am prepared to 
bear you company, and do it with a thankful heart. Will you not speak 
to me.”
	 It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before 
them.
	  “Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on. The night is waning fast, 
and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, Spirit.”
    The Phantom moved away as it had come towards him. Scrooge 
followed in the shadow of its dress, which bore him up, he thought, and 
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carried him along.
	 They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather seemed 
to spring up about them, and encompass them of its own act. But 
there they were, in the heart of it; on Change, amongst the merchants; 
who hurried up and down, and chinked the money in their pockets, 
and conversed in groups, and looked at their watches, and trifled 
thoughtfully with their great gold seals; and so forth, as Scrooge had 
seen them often.
	 The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men. 
Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge advanced to 
listen to their talk.
	 “No,” said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, “I don’t know 
much about it, either way. I only know he’s dead.”
	 “When did he die?” inquired another.
	 “Last night, I believe.”
	 “Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking 
a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuff-box. “I thought he’d 
never die.”
	 God knows,” said the first, with a yawn.
	  “What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced 
gentleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of his nose, that 
shook like the gills of a turkey-cock.
	 I haven’t heard,” said the man with the large chin, yawning 
again. “Left it to his company, perhaps. He hasn’t left it to me. That’s all 
I know.”
	  This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.
	 “It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker; 
“for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to go to it. Suppose we make 
up a party and volunteer.”
	 “I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the 
gentleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I must be fed, if I 
make one.”
	 Another laugh.
	 “Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,” said 
the first speaker, “for I never wear black gloves, and I never eat lunch. 
But I’ll offer to go, if anybody else will. When I come to think of it, I’m 
not at all sure that I wasn’t his most particular friend; for we used to 
stop and speak whenever we met. Bye, bye.”
	 Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other 
groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked towards the Spirit for an 
explanation.
	 The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to two 
persons meeting. Scrooge listened again, thinking that the explanation 
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might lie here.
	 He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of aye 
business: very wealthy, and of great importance. He had made a point 
always of standing well in their esteem: in a business point of view, that 
is; strictly in a business point of view.
	 “How are you?” said one.
	 “How are you?” returned the other.
	 “Well,” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at last, hey.”
	 “So I am told,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’t it.”
	 “Seasonable for Christmas time. You’re not a skater, I suppose.”
	 “No. No. Something else to think of. Good morning.”
	 Not another word. That was their meeting, their conversation, 
and their parting.
	 Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit should 
attach importance to conversations apparently so trivial; but feeling 
assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he set himself to 
consider what it was likely to be. They could scarcely be supposed to 
have any bearing on the death of Jacob, his old partner, for that was 
Past, and this Ghost’s province was the Future. Nor could he think of 
any one immediately connected with himself, to whom he could apply 
them. But nothing doubting that to whomsoever they applied they had 
some latent moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure up 
every word he heard, and everything he saw; and especially to observe 
the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had an expectation that 
the conduct of his future self would give him the clue he missed, and 
would render the solution of these riddles easy.
	 He looked about in that very place for his own image; but 
another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though the clock 
pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no likeness of 
himself among the multitudes that poured in through the Porch. It gave 
him little surprise, however; for he had been revolving in his mind a 
change of life, and thought and hoped he saw his new-born resolutions 
carried out in this.
	 Quiet and dark, beside him stood the Phantom, with its 
outstretched hand. When he roused himself from his thoughtful quest, 
he fancied from the turn of the hand, and its situation in reference to 
himself, that the Unseen Eyes were looking at him keenly. It made him 
shudder, and feel very cold.
	 They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of 
the town, where Scrooge had never penetrated before, although 
he recognized its situation, and its bad repute. The ways were foul 
and narrow; the shops and houses wretched; the people half-naked, 
drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, like so many cesspools, 
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disgorged their offences of smell, and dirt, and life, upon the straggling 
streets; and the whole quarter reeked with crime, with filth, and misery.
	 Far in this den of infamous resort, there was a low-browed, 
beetling shop, below a pent-house roof, where iron, old rags, bottles, 
bones, and greasy offal, were bought. Upon the floor within, were piled 
up heaps of rusty keys, nails, chains, hinges, files, scales, weights, and 
refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few would like to scrutinize were 
bred and hidden in mountains of unseemly rags, masses of corrupted 
fat, and sepulchres of bones. Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by 
a charcoal stove, made of old bricks, was a grey-haired rascal, nearly 
seventy years of age; who had screened himself from the cold air 
without, by a frousy curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a 
line; and smoked his pipe in all the luxury of calm retirement.
	 Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man, 
just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into the shop. But she had 
scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden, came in too; 
and she was closely followed by a man in faded black, who was no less 
startled by the sight of them, than they had been upon the recognition 
of each other. After a short period of blank astonishment, in which the 
old man with the pipe had joined them, they all three burst into a laugh.
	 “Let the charwoman alone to be the first!” cried she who had 
entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the second; and let the 
undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe, here’s a 
chance. If we haven’t all three met here without meaning it.”
	 “You couldn’t have met in a better place,” said old Joe, removing 
his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the parlour. You were made free of 
it long ago, you know; and the other two an’t strangers. Stop till I shut 
the door of the shop. Ah. How it skreeks. There an’t such a rusty bit of 
metal in the place as its own hinges, I believe; and I’m sure there’s no 
such old bones here, as mine. Ha, ha. We’re all suitable to our calling, 
we’re well matched. Come into the parlour. Come into the parlor.”
	 The parlour was the space behind the screen of rags. The old 
man raked the fire together with an old stair-rod, and having trimmed 
his smoky lamp (for it was night), with the stem of his pipe, put it in his 
mouth again.
	 While he did this, the woman who had already spoken threw 
her bundle on the floor, and sat down in a flaunting manner on a stool; 
crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a bold defiance at 
the other two.
	  “What odds then. What odds, Mrs Dilber?” said the woman. 
“Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He always did.”
	 “That’s true, indeed!” said the laundress. “No man more so.”
	 “Why then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman; 
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who’s the wiser. We’re not going to pick holes in each other’s coats, I 
suppose.”
	 “No, indeed!” said Mrs Dilber and the man together. “We 
should hope not.”
	 “Very well, then!” cried the woman. “That’s enough. Who’s the 
worse for the loss of a few things like these. Not a dead man, I suppose.”
	 “No, indeed!” said Mrs Dilber, laughing.
	 “If he wanted to keep them after he was dead, a wicked old 
screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’t he natural in his lifetime. If 
he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after him when he was 
struck with Death, instead of lying gasping out his last there, alone by 
himself.”
	  “It’s the truest word that ever was spoke,” said Mrs Dilber. “It’s 
a judgment on him.”
	 “I wish it was a little heavier judgment,” replied the woman; 
“and it should have been, you may depend upon it, if I could have laid 
my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let me know 
the value of it. Speak out plain. I’m not afraid to be the first, nor afraid 
for them to see it. We know pretty well that we were helping ourselves, 
before we met here, I believe. It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.”
	 But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and the 
man in faded black, mounting the breach first, produced his plunder. It 
was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil-case, a pair of sleeve-buttons, 
and a brooch of no great value, were all. They were severally examined 
and appraised by old Joe, who chalked the sums he was disposed to 
give for each, upon the wall, and added them up into a total when he 
found there was nothing more to come.
	 “That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’t give another 
sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it. Who’s next.”
	 Mrs Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing apparel, 
two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of sugar-tongs, and a few 
boots. Her account was stated on the wall in the same manner.
	  “I always give too much to ladies. It’s a weakness of mine, and 
that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe. “That’s your account. If you 
asked me for another penny, and made it an open question, I’d repent 
of being so liberal and knock off half-a-crown.”
	 “And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.
	 Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of 
opening it, and having unfastened a great many knots, dragged out a 
large and heavy roll of some dark stuff.
	 “What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bed-curtains.”
	 “Ah!” returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on 
her crossed arms. “Bed-curtains.”
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	 “You don’t mean to say you took them down, rings and all, 
with him lying there?” said Joe.
	 “Yes I do,” replied the woman. “Why not?”
	 “You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and you’ll 
certainly do it.”
	 “I certainly shan’t hold my hand, when I can get anything in 
it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as he was, I promise 
you, Joe,” returned the woman coolly. “Don’t drop that oil upon the 
blankets, now.”
	  “His blankets?” asked Joe.
	 “Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He isn’t 
likely to take cold without them, I dare say.”
	 “I hope he didn’t die of any thing catching. Eh?” said old Joe, 
stopping in his work, and looking up.
	 “Don’t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “I an’t so 
fond of his company that I’d loiter about him for such things, if he did. 
Ah. you may look through that shirt till your eyes ache; but you won’t 
find a hole in it, nor a threadbare place. It’s the best he had, and a fine 
one too. They’d have wasted it, if it hadn’t been for me.”
	 “What do you call wasting of it?” asked old Joe.
	 “Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied the 
woman with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to do it, but I took 
it off again. If calico an’t good enough for such a purpose, it isn’t good 
enough for anything. It’s quite as becoming to the body. He can’t look 
uglier than he did in that one.”
	 Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat grouped 
about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded by the old man’s lamp, he 
viewed them with a detestation and disgust, which could hardly have 
been greater, though they demons, marketing the corpse itself.
	 “Ha, ha!” laughed the same woman, when old Joe, producing 
a flannel bag with money in it, told out their several gains upon the 
ground. “This is the end of it, you see. He frightened every one away 
from him when he was alive, to profit us when he was dead. Ha, ha, 
ha!”
	 “Spirit?” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “I see, I 
see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My life tends that 
way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this?”
	 He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now he 
almost touched a bed: a bare, uncurtained bed: on which, beneath a 
ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which, though it was 
dumb, announced itself in awful language.
	 The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any 
accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in obedience to a secret 
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impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A pale light, rising 
in the outer air, fell straight upon the bed; and on it, plundered and 
bereft, unwatched, unwept, uncared for, was the body of this man.
	 Scrooge glanced towards the Phantom. Its steady hand was 
pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly adjusted that the 
slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge’s part, would 
have disclosed the face. He thought of it, felt how easy it would be to 
do, and longed to do it; but had no more power to withdraw the veil 
than to dismiss the spectre at his side.
	 Oh cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here, and 
dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy command: for this is thy 
dominion. But of the loved, revered, and honoured head, thou canst 
not turn one hair to thy dread purposes, or make one feature odious. 
It is not that the hand is heavy and will fall down when released; it 
is not that the heart and pulse are still; but that the hand was open, 
generous, and true; the heart brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a 
man’s. Strike, Shadow, strike. And see his good deeds springing from 
the wound, to sow the world with life immortal.
	 No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and yet 
he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He thought, if this man 
could be raised up now, what would be his foremost thoughts. Avarice, 
hard-dealing, griping cares. They have brought him to a rich end, truly.
	 He lay, in the dark empty house, with not a man, a woman, or a 
child, to say that he was kind to me in this or that, and for the memory 
of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat was tearing at the door, 
and there was a sound of gnawing rats beneath the hearth-stone. What 
they wanted in the room of death, and why they were so restless and 
disturbed, Scrooge did not dare to think.
	  “Spirit?” he said, ”this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall not 
leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go.”
	 Still the Ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head.
	  “I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do it, if I 
could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not the power.”
	 Again it seemed to look upon him.
	 “If there is any person in the town, who feels emotion caused 
by this man’s death,” said Scrooge quite agonized, “show that person 
to me, Spirit, I beseech you.”
	 The Phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment, 
like a wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room by daylight, where a 
mother and her children were.
	 She was expecting some one, and with anxious eagerness; for 
she walked up and down the room; started at every sound; looked out 
from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in vain, to work with 
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her needle; and could hardly bear the voices of the children in their 
play.
	 At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried to 
the door, and met her husband; a man whose face was careworn and 
depressed, though he was young. There was a remarkable expression 
in it now; a kind of serious delight of which he felt ashamed, and which 
he struggled to repress.
	 He sat down to the dinner that had been boarding for him by 
the fire; and when she asked him faintly what news (which was not 
until after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to answer.
	 “Is it good,” she said, “or bad?” — to help him.
	 “Bad,” he answered.
	 “We are quite ruined.”
	 “No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”
	 “If he relents,” she said, amazed, “there is. Nothing is past hope, 
if such a miracle has happened.”
	 “He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”
	 She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke truth; but 
she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she said so, with clasped 
hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and was sorry; but the 
first was the emotion of her heart.
	 “What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night, 
said to me, when I tried to see him and obtain a week’s delay; and what 
I thought was a mere excuse to avoid me; turns out to have been quite 
true. He was not only very ill, but dying, then.”
	 “To whom will our debt be transferred.”
	 “I don’t know. But before that time we shall be ready with the 
money; and even though we were not, it would be a bad fortune indeed 
to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We may sleep to-night 
with light hearts, Caroline.”
	 Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The 
children’s faces, hushed and clustered round to hear what they so little 
understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house for this man’s 
death. The only emotion that the Ghost could show him, caused by the 
event, was one of pleasure.
	 “Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said 
Scrooge;  “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we left just now, will be 
for ever present to me.”
	  The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar 
to his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked here and there to 
find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered poor Bob 
Cratchit’s house; the dwelling he had visited before; and found the 
mother and the children seated round the fire.
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	 Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as statues 
in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, who had a book before him. 
The mother and her daughters were engaged in sewing. But surely they 
were very quiet.
	 “And he took a child, and set him in the midst of them.”
	 Where had Scrooge heard those words. He had not dreamed 
them. The boy must have read them out, as he and the Spirit crossed the 
threshold. Why did he not go on.
	 The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand up 
to her face.
	 “The color hurts my eyes,” she said.
	 The color. Ah, poor Tiny Tim.
	 “They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It makes them 
weak by candle-light; and I wouldn’t show weak eyes to your father 
when he comes home, for the world. It must be near his time.”
	 “Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But I 
think he has walked a little slower than he used, these few last evenings, 
mother.”
	 They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a steady, 
cheerful voice, that only faltered once:
	 “I have known him walk with — I have known him walk with 
Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.”
	 “And so have I,” cried Peter. “Often.”
	 “And so have I,” exclaimed another. So had all.
	 “But he was very light to carry,” she resumed, intent upon her 
work, “and his father loved him so, that it was no trouble: no trouble. 
And there is your father at the door.”
	 She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his comforter — 
he had need of it, poor fellow — came in. His tea was ready for him on 
the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most. Then the two 
young Cratchits got upon his knees and laid, each child a little cheek, 
against his face, as if they said, ’Don’t mind it, father. Don’t be grieved.’
	 Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to 
all the family. He looked at the work upon the table, and praised the 
industry and speed of Mrs Cratchit and the girls. They would be done 
long before Sunday, he said.
	 “Sunday. You went to-day, then, Robert?” said his wife.
	 “Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have gone. It 
would have done you good to see how green a place it is. But you’ll see 
it often. I promised him that I would walk there on a Sunday. My little, 
little child!” cried Bob. “My little child.”
	 He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could have 
helped it, he and his child would have been farther apart perhaps than 
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they were.
	 He left the room, and went up-stairs into the room above, which 
was lighted cheerfully, and hung with Christmas. There was a chair set 
close beside the child, and there were signs of some one having been 
there, lately. Poor Bob sat down in it, and when he had thought a little 
and composed himself, he kissed the little face. He was reconciled to 
what had happened, and went down again quite happy.
	 They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and mother 
working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary kindness of Mr 
Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and who, 
meeting him in the street that day, and seeing that he looked a little – 
“just a little down you know,” said Bob, inquired what had happened 
to distress him. “On which,” said Bob, “for he is the pleasantest-spoken 
gentleman you ever heard, I told him. ‘I am heartily sorry for it, Mr 
Cratchit,’ he said, ‘and heartily sorry for your good wife.’ By the bye, 
how he ever knew that, I don’t know.”
	  “Knew what, my dear?”
	 “Why, that you were a good wife,” replied Bob.
	  “Everybody knows that.” said Peter.
	 “Very well observed, my boy!” cried Bob. “I hope they do. 
‘Heartily sorry,’ he said, ’for your good wife. If I can be of service to 
you in any way,’ he said, giving me his card, ’that’s where I live. Pray 
come to me.’ Now, it wasn’t,” cried Bob, ’ ‘for the sake of anything he 
might be able to do for us, so much as for his kind way, that this was 
quite delightful. It really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and 
felt with us.”
	 “I’m sure he’s a good soul,” said Mrs Cratchit.
	 “You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “if you saw 
and spoke to him. I shouldn’t be at all surprised – mark what I say — if 
he got Peter a better situation.”
	 “Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs Cratchit.
	 “And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping 
company with some one, and setting up for himself.”
	 “Get along with you!” retorted Peter, grinning.
	 “It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days; though 
there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But however and when ever we 
part from one another, I am sure we shall none of us forget poor Tiny 
Tim — shall we — or this first parting that there was among us.”
	 “Never, father!” cried they all.
	 “And I know,” said Bob, “I know, my dears, that when we 
recollect how patient and how mild he was; although he was a little, 
little child; we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves, and forget poor 
Tiny Tim in doing it.”
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	 “No, never, father!” they all cried again.
	 “I am very happy,” said little Bob, “I am very happy.”
	  Mrs Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two 
young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself shook hands. Spirit 
of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God.
	 “Spectre,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that our 
parting moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how. Tell me what 
man that was whom we saw lying dead.”
	 The Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come conveyed him, as before 
— though at a different time, he thought: indeed, there seemed no 
order in these latter visions, save that they were in the Future — into 
the resorts of business men, but showed him not himself. Indeed, the 
Spirit did not stay for anything, but went straight on, as to the end just 
now desired, until besought by Scrooge to tarry for a moment.
	 “This courts,” said Scrooge, “through which we hurry now, is 
where my place of occupation is, and has been for a length of time. I see 
the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in days to come.”
	 The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.
	 “The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do you point 
away.”
	 The inexorable finger underwent no change.
	 Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in. It 
was an office still, but not his. The furniture was not the same, and the 
figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom pointed as before.
	 He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he 
had gone, accompanied it until they reached an iron gate. He paused to 
look round before entering.
	 A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he 
had now to learn, lay underneath the ground. It was a worthy place. 
Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the growth of 
vegetation’s death, not life; choked up with too much burying; fat with 
repleted appetite. A worthy place.
	 The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to One. 
He advanced towards it trembling. The Phantom was exactly as it had 
been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its solemn shape.
	 “Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,” said 
Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are these the shadows of the things 
that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be, only.”
	 Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it 
stood.
	 “Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if 
persevered in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if the courses be 
departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what you show 
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me.”
	 The Spirit was immovable as ever.
	 Scrooge crept towards it, trembling as he went; and following 
the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave his own name, 
Ebenezer Scrooge.
	 “Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his 
knees.
	 The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.
	 “No, Spirit. Oh no, no!”
	 The finger still was there.
	 “Spirit?” he cried, tight clutching at its robe, “hear me. I am 
not the man I was. I will not be the man I must have been but for this 
intercourse. Why show me this, if I am past all hope.”
	 For the first time the hand appeared to shake.
	  “Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell 
before it: “Your nature intercedes for me, and pities me. Assure me that 
I yet may change these shadows you have shown me, by an altered 
life.”
	 The kind hand trembled.
	 “I will honour Christmas in my heart, and try to keep it all the 
year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future. The Spirits of 
all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out the lessons that they 
teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the writing on this stone.”
	 In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free itself, 
but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it. The Spirit, stronger 
yet, repulsed him.
	 Holding up his hands in a last prayer to have his fate aye 
reversed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom’s hood and dress. It 
shrunk, collapsed, and dwindled down into a bedpost.

Stave 5: The End of It

	 Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, 
the room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the Time 
before him was his own, to make amends in!

	 “I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future!” Scrooge 
repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The Spirits of all Three shall 
strive within me. Oh Jacob Marley. Heaven, and the Christmas Time be 
praised for this. I say it on my knees, old Jacob, on my knees.”
	 He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions, 
that his broken voice would scarcely answer to his call. He had been 
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sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his face was wet 
with tears.
	 “They are not torn down!” cried Scrooge, folding one of his bed-
curtains in his arms, “they are not torn down, rings and all. They are 
here — I am here — the shadows of the things that would have been, 
may be dispelled. They will be. I know they will.”
	 His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turning 
them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing them, mislaying 
them, making them parties to every kind of extravagance.
	 “I don’t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying 
in the same breath; and making a perfect Laocoon of himself with his 
stockings. “I am as light as a feather, I am as happy as an angel, I am 
as merry as a schoolboy. I am as giddy as a drunken man. A merry 
Christmas to everybody! A happy New Year to all the world! Hallo here! 
Whoop! Hallo!”
	 He had frisked into the sitting-room, and was now standing 
there: perfectly winded.
	 “There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in!” cried Scrooge, 
starting off again, and going round the fireplace. “There’s the door, by 
which the Ghost of Jacob Marley entered. There’s the corner where the 
Ghost of Christmas Present, sat. There’s the window where I saw the 
wandering Spirits. It’s all right, it’s all true, it all happened. Ha ha ha!”
	 Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many 
years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious laugh. The father of a 
long, long line of brilliant laughs.
	 “I don’t know what day of the month it is!” said Scrooge. “I don’t 
know how long I’ve been among the Spirits. I don’t know anything. 
I’m quite a baby. Never mind. I don’t care. I’d rather be a baby. Hallo! 
Whoop! Hallo here!”
	 He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out the 
lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer; ding, dong, bell. 
Bell, dong, ding; hammer, clang, clash. Oh, glorious, glorious.
	 Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his head. No 
fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold, piping for the blood 
to dance to; Golden sunlight; Heavenly sky; sweet fresh air; merry bells. 
Oh, glorious. Glorious.
	 “What’s to-day?” cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in 
Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to look about him.
	 “Eh?” returned the boy, with all his might of wonder.
	 “What’s to-day, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.
	 “To-day?” replied the boy. “Why, Christmas Day.”
	 “It’s Christmas Day!” said Scrooge to himself. “I haven’t missed 
it. The Spirits have done it all in one night. They can do anything they 
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like. Of course they can. Of course they can. Hallo, my fine fellow!”
	 “Hallo!” returned the boy.
	 “Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at the 
corner?” Scrooge inquired.
	 “I should hope I did,” replied the lad.
	 “An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do you 
know whether they’ve sold the prize Turkey that was hanging up there? 
— Not the little prize Turkey: the big one.”
	 “What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy.
	 “What a delightful boy!” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk to 
him. Yes, my buck.”
	 “It’s hanging there now!” replied the boy.
	 “Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”
	 “Walk-er!” exclaimed the boy.
	 “No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and tell 
them to bring it here, that I may give them the direction where to take 
it. Come back with the man, and I’ll give you a shilling. Come back with 
him in less than five minutes and I’ll give you half-a-crown.”
	 The boy was off like a shot. He must have had a steady hand at 
a trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.
	  “I’ll send it to Bon Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge, rubbing his 
hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He shan’t know who sends it. It’s 
twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never made such a joke as sending 
it to Bob’s will be.”
	 The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one, 
but write it he did, somehow, and went down-stairs to open the street 
door, ready for the coming of the poulterer’s man. As he stood there, 
waiting his arrival, the knocker caught his eye.
	  “I shall love it, as long as I live!” cried Scrooge, patting it with 
his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before. What an honest expression 
it has in its face. It’s a wonderful knocker! — Here’s the Turkey. Hallo! 
Whoop! How are you? Merry Christmas!”
	 It was a Turkey. He never could have stood upon his legs, that 
bird. He would have snapped them short off in a minute, like sticks of 
sealing-wax.
	 “Why, it’s impossible to carry that to Camden Town,” said 
Scrooge. “You must have a cab.”
	 The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with which 
he paid for the Turkey, and the chuckle with which he paid for the cab, 
and the chuckle with which he recompensed the boy, were only to be 
exceeded by the chuckle with which he sat down breathless in his chair 
again, and chuckled till he cried.
	 Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake 
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very much; and shaving requires attention, even when you don’t dance 
while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose off, he would 
have put a piece of sticking-plaster over it, and been quite satisfied.
	 He dressed himself all in his best, and at last got out into the 
streets. The people were by this time pouring forth, as he had seen them 
with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walking with his hands behind 
him, Scrooge regarded every one with a delighted smile. He looked so 
irresistibly pleasant, in a word, that three or four good-humoured fellows 
said,” Good morning, sir. A merry Christmas to you.” And Scrooge said 
often afterwards, that of all the blithe sounds he had ever heard, those 
were the blithest in his ears.
	 He had not gone far, when coming on towards him he beheld 
the portly gentleman, who had walked into his counting-house the day 
before, and said, ‘Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe.’ It sent a pang across 
his heart to think how this old gentleman would look upon him when 
they met; but he knew what path lay straight before him, and he took it.
	 “My dear sir,” said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking the 
old gentleman by both his hands. “How do you do. I hope you succeeded 
yesterday. It was very kind of you. A merry Christmas to you, sir.”
	  “Mr Scrooge?”
	 “Yes,” said Scrooge. “That is my name, and I fear it may not be 
pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And will you have the 
goodness” — here Scrooge whispered in his ear.
	 “Lord bless me!” cried the gentleman, as if his breath were taken 
away. “My dear Mr Scrooge, are you serious?”
	 “If you please,” said Scrooge. “Not a farthing less. A great many 
back-payments are included in it, I assure you. Will you do me that 
favour?”
	 “My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him. “I don’t 
know what to say to such munificence.”
	 “Don’t say anything please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come and see 
me. Will you come and see me?”
	  “I will!” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant to 
do it.
	 “Thank you,” said Scrooge. “I am much obliged to you. I thank 
you fifty times. Bless you!”
	 He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched 
the people hurrying to and fro, and patted children on the head, and 
questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of houses, and 
up to the windows, and found that everything could yield him pleasure. 
He had never dreamed that any walk — that anything — could give him 
so much happiness. In the afternoon he turned his steps towards his 
nephew’s house.
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	 He passed the door a dozen times, before he had the courage to 
go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it:
	 “Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl. 
Nice girl. Very.
	 “Yes, sir.”
	 “Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.
	 “He’s in the dining-room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show you 
up-stairs, if you please.”
	 “Thank you. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand already 
on the dining-room lock. “I’ll go in here, my dear.”
	 He turned it gently, and sidled his face in, round the door. They 
were looking at the table (which was spread out in great array); for these 
young housekeepers are always nervous on such points, and like to see 
that everything is right.
	 “Fred.” said Scrooge.
	 Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started. Scrooge 
had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in the corner with the 
footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account.
	 “Why bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?”
	 “It’s I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will you let 
me in, Fred.”
	 Let him in? It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He was 
at home in five minutes. Nothing could be heartier. His niece looked 
just the same. So did Topper when he came. So did the plump sister 
when she came. So did every one when they came. Wonderful party, 
wonderful games, wonderful unanimity, wonderful happiness.
	 But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early 
there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchit coming late. 
That was the thing he had set his heart upon.
	 And he did it; yes, he did. The clock struck nine. No Bob. A 
quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a half behind 
his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that he might see him 
come into the Tank.
	  His hat was off, before he opened the door; his comforter too. 
He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with his pen, as if he were 
trying to overtake nine o’clock.
	 “Hallo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice, as near as he 
could feign it. “What do you mean by coming here at this time of day?”
	 “I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.”
	 “You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes. I think you are. Step this 
way, sir, if you please.”
	 “It’s only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the 
Tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was making rather merry yesterday, 
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sir.”
	 “Now, I’ll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not 
going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And therefore,” he continued, 
leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in the waistcoat that 
he staggered back into the Tank again; “and therefore I am about to raise 
your salary.”
	 Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had a 
momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it, holding him, and 
calling to the people in the court for help and a strait-waistcoat.
	 “A merry Christmas, Bob,” said Scrooge, with an earnestness 
that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on the back. “A merrier 
Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you for many a year. 
I’ll raise your salary, and endeavour to assist your struggling family, 
and we will discuss your affairs this very afternoon, over a Christmas 
bowl of smoking bishop, Bob. Make up the fires, and buy another coal-
scuttle before you dot another i, Bob Cratchit.”
	 Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely 
more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he was a second father. He 
became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a man, as the 
good old city knew, or any other good old city, town, or borough, in the 
good old world. Some people laughed to see the alteration in him, but he 
let them laugh, and little heeded them; for he was wise enough to know 
that nothing ever happened on this globe, for good, at which some 
people did not have their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing 
that such as these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as well 
that they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins, as have the malady 
in less attractive forms. His own heart laughed: and that was quite 
enough for him.
	 He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon the 
Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; and it was always said 
of him, that he knew how to keep Christmas well, if any man alive 
possessed the knowledge. May that be truly said of us, and all of us!
	 And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God bless Us, Every One!
	 God bless Us, Every One!
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The Selfish Giant
Oscar Wilde

	 Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the 
children used to go and play in the Giant’s garden.
    It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. 

Here and there over the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and 
there were twelve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke out into 
delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich fruit. 
The birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used to 
stop their games in order to listen to them. “How happy we are here!” 
they cried to each other.
	 One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the 
Cornish ogre, and had stayed with him for seven years. After the seven 
years were over he had said all that he had to say, for his conversation 
was limited, and he determined to return to his own castle. When he 
arrived he saw the children playing in the garden.
	  “What are you doing here?” he cried in a very gruff voice, and 
the children ran away.
	 “My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant; “any one 
can understand that, and I will allow nobody to play in it but myself.” 
So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board.

    TRESPASSERS
    WILL BE

    PROSECUTED
    

	 He was a very selfish Giant.
	 The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play 
on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and 
they did not like it. They used to wander round the high wall when 
their lessons were over, and talk about the beautiful garden inside.
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	 “How happy we were there,” they said to each other.
	 Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were little 
blossoms and little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish Giant it 
was still Winter. The birds did not care to sing in it as there were no 
children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put 
its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice-board it was so 
sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground again, and 
went off to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow 
and the Frost. “Spring has forgotten this garden,” they cried, “so we 
will live here all the year round.” The Snow covered up the grass with 
her great white cloak, and the Frost painted all the trees silver. Then 
they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he came. He was 
wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and blew 
the chimney-pots down. “This is a delightful spot,” he said, “we must 
ask the Hail on a visit.” So the Hail came. Every day for three hours 
he rattled on the roof of the castle till he broke most of the slates, and 
then he ran round and round the garden as fast as he could go. He was 
dressed in grey, and his breath was like ice.
	 “I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming,” 
said the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his 
cold white garden; “I hope there will be a change in the weather.”
    But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave 
golden fruit to every garden, but to the Giant’s garden she gave none. 
“He is too selfish,” she said. So it was always Winter there, and the 
North Wind, and the Hail, and the Frost, and the Snow danced about 
through the trees.
	 One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard 
some lovely music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought 
it must be the King’s musicians passing by. It was really only a little 
linnet singing outside his window, but it was so long since he had 
heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be the most 
beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his 
head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume 
came to him through the open casement. “I believe the Spring has 
come at last,” said the Giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked out.
	 What did he see?
	 He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the 
wall the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the branches 
of the trees. In every tree that he could see there was a little child. 
And the trees were so glad to have the children back again that they 
had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their arms 
gently above the children’s heads. The birds were flying about and 
twittering with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the 
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green grass and laughing. It was a lovely scene, only in one corner 
it was still Winter. It was the farthest corner of the garden, and in it 
was standing a little boy. He was so small that he could not reach up 
to the branches of the tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying 
bitterly. The poor tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, and 
the North Wind was blowing and roaring above it. “Climb up! little 
boy,” said the Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could; 
but the little boy was too tiny.
	 And the Giant’s heart melted as he looked out. “How selfish 
I have been!” he said; “now I know why the Spring would not come 
here. I will put that poor little boy on the top of the tree, and then 
I will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be the children’s 
playground for ever and ever.” He was really very sorry for what he 
had done.
	 So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, 
and went out into the garden. But when the children saw him they 
were so frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became 
Winter again. Only the little boy did not run, for his eyes were so full 
of tears that he died not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole up 
behind him and took him gently in his hand, and put him up into the 
tree. And the tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and 
sang on it, and the little boy stretched out his two arms and flung them 
round the Giant’s neck, and kissed him. And the other children, when 
they saw that the Giant was not wicked any longer, came running 
back, and with them came the Spring. “It is your garden now, little 
children,” said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked down 
the wall. And when the people were gong to market at twelve o’clock 
they found the Giant playing with the children in the most beautiful 
garden they had ever seen.
	 All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the 
Giant to bid him good-bye.
	 “But where is your little companion?” he said: “the boy I put 
into the tree.” The Giant loved him the best because he had kissed him.
    “We don’t know,” answered the children; “he has gone away.”
	 “You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow,” said 
the Giant. But the children said that they did not know where he lived, 
and had never seen him before; and the Giant felt very sad.
	 Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and 
played with the Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant loved was 
never seen again. The Giant was very kind to all the children, yet he 
longed for his first little friend, and often spoke of him. “How I would 
like to see him!” he used to say.
	 Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He 
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could not play about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and 
watched the children at their games, and admired his garden. “I 
have many beautiful flowers,” he said; “but the children are the most 
beautiful flowers of all.”
	 One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was 
dressing. He did not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was 
merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting.
    Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and looked. It 
certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden 
was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were 
all golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and underneath it 
stood the little boy he had loved.
	 Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. 
He hastened across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he 
came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, “Who hath 
dared to wound thee?” For on the palms of the child’s hands were the 
prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet.
	 “Who hath dared to wound thee?” cried the Giant; “tell me, 
that I may take my big sword and slay him.”
	 “Nay!” answered the child; “but these are the wounds of 
Love.”
	 “Who art thou?” said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, 
and he knelt before the little child.
	 And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, “You let 
me play once in your garden, to-day you shall come with me to my 
garden, which is Paradise.”
	 And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the 
Giant lying dead under the tree, all covered with white blossoms.



313

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

The Other Wise Man
Henry Van Dyke

	 You know the story of the Three Wise Men of the East, and 
how they travelled from far away to offer their gifts at the manger-
cradle in Bethlehem. But have you ever heard the story of the Other 
Wise Man, who also saw the star in its rising, and set out to follow 
it, yet did not arrive with his brethren in the presence of the young 
child Jesus? Of the great desire of this fourth pilgrim, and how it 
was denied, yet accomplished in the denial; of his many wanderings 
and the probations of his soul; of the long way of his seeking and the 
strange way of his finding the One whom he sought—I would tell the 
tale as I have heard fragments of it in the Hall of Dreams, in the palace 
of the Heart of Man.

I

	 In the days when Augustus Caesar was master of many 
kings and Herod reigned in Jerusalem, there lived in the 
city of Ecbatana, among the mountains of Persia, a certain 

man named Artaban. His house stood close to the outermost of the 
walls which encircled the royal treasury. From his roof he could look 
over the seven-fold battlements of black and white and crimson and 
blue and red and silver and gold, to the hill where the summer palace 
of the Parthian emperors glittered like a jewel in a crown.
	 Around the dwelling of Artaban spread a fair garden, a tangle 
of flowers and fruit-trees, watered by a score of streams descending 
from the slopes of Mount Orontes, and made musical by innumerable 
birds. But all color was lost in the soft and odorous darkness of the late 
September night, and all sounds were hushed in the deep charm of its 
silence, save the plashing of the water, like a voice half-sobbing and 
half-laughing under the shadows. High above the trees a dim glow of 
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light shone through the curtained arches of the upper chamber, where 
the master of the house was holding council with his friends.
	 He stood by the doorway to greet his guests—a tall, dark man 
of about forty years, with brilliant eyes set near together under his 
broad brow, and firm lines graven around his fine, thin lips; the brow 
of a dreamer and the mouth of a soldier, a man of sensitive feeling but 
inflexible will—one of those who, in whatever age they may live, are 
born for inward conflict and a life of quest.
	 His robe was of pure white wool, thrown over a tunic of silk; 
and a white, pointed cap, with long lapels at the sides, rested on his 
flowing black hair. It was the dress of the ancient priesthood of the 
Magi, called the fire-worshippers.
	 “Welcome!” he said, in his low, pleasant voice, as one after 
another entered the room—”welcome, Abdus; peace be with you, 
Rhodaspes and Tigranes, and with you my father, Abgarus. You are 
all welcome. This house grows bright with the joy of your presence.”
	 There were nine of the men, differing widely in age, but alike 
in the richness of their dress of many-coloured silks, and in the massive 
golden collars around their necks, marking them as Parthian nobles, 
and in the winged circles of gold resting upon their breasts, the sign of 
the followers of Zoroaster.
	 They took their places around a small black altar at the end of 
the room, where a tiny flame was burning. Artaban, standing beside 
it, and waving a barsom of thin tamarisk branches above the fire, fed 
it with dry sticks of pine and fragrant oils. Then he began the ancient 
chant of the Yasna, and the voices of his companions joined in the 
hymn to Ahura-Mazda:	

  We worship the Spirit Divine,
         all wisdom and goodness possessing,

  Surrounded by Holy Immortals,
         the givers of bounty and blessing;

  We joy in the work of His hands,
         His truth and His power confessing.

  We praise all the things that are pure,
         for these are His only Creation

  The thoughts that are true, and the words
         and the deeds that have won approbation;

  These are supported by Him,
         and for these we make adoration.

  Hear us, O Mazda!  Thou livest
         in truth and in heavenly gladness;
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  Cleanse us from falsehood, and keep us
         from evil and bondage to badness,

  Pour out the light and the joy of Thy life
             on our darkness and sadness.

  Shine on our gardens and fields,
         shine on our working and waving;

  Shine on the whole race of man,
             believing and  unbelieving;

  Shine on us now through the night,
  Shine on us now in Thy might,

  The flame of our holy love
      and the song of our worship receiving.

	 The fire rose with the chant, throbbing as if the flame responded 
to the music, until it cast a bright illumination through the whole 
apartment, revealing its simplicity and splendor.
	 The floor was laid with tiles of dark blue veined with white; 
pilasters of twisted silver stood out against the blue walls; the clear-
story of round-arched windows above them was hung with azure silk; 
the vaulted ceiling was a pavement of blue stones, like the body of 
heaven in its clearness, sown with silver stars. From the four corners 
of the roof hung four golden magic-wheels, called the tongues of the 
gods. At the eastern end, behind the altar, there were two dark-red 
pillars of porphyry; above them a lintel of the same stone, on which 
was carved the figure of a winged archer, with his arrow set to the 
string and his bow drawn.
	 The doorway between the pillars, which opened upon the 
terrace of the roof, was covered with a heavy curtain of the color of 
a ripe pomegranate, embroidered with innumerable golden rays 
shooting upward from the floor. In effect the room was like a quiet, 
starry night, all azure and silver, flushed in the cast with rosy promise 
of the dawn. It was, as the house of a man should be, an expression of 
the character and spirit of the master.
	 He turned to his friends when the song was ended, and invited 
them to be seated on the divan at the western end of the room.
	 “You have come to-night,” said he, looking around the circle, 
“at my call, as the faithful scholars of Zoroaster, to renew your worship 
and rekindle your faith in the God of Purity, even as this fire has been 
rekindled on the altar. We worship not the fire, but Him of whom it 
is the chosen symbol, because it is the purest of all created things. It 
speaks to us of one who is Light and Truth. Is it not so, my father?”
	 “It is well said, my son,” answered the venerable Abgarus. 
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“The enlightened are never idolaters. They lift the veil of form and 
go in to the shrine of reality, and new light and truth are coming to 
them continually through the old symbols.” “Hear me, then, my father 
and my friends,” said Artaban, “while I tell you of the new light and 
truth that have come to me through the most ancient of all signs. We 
have searched the secrets of Nature together, and studied the healing 
virtues of water and fire and the plants. We have read also the books of 
prophecy in which the future is dimly foretold in words that are hard 
to understand. But the highest of all learning is the knowledge of the 
stars. To trace their course is to untangle the threads of the mystery of 
life from the beginning to the end. If we could follow them perfectly, 
nothing would be hidden from us. But is not our knowledge of them 
still incomplete? Are there not many stars still beyond our horizon—
lights that are known only to the dwellers in the far south-land, among 
the spice-trees of Punt and the gold mines of Ophir?”
	 There was a murmur of assent among the listeners.
	 “The stars,” said Tigranes, “are the thoughts of the Eternal. 
They are numberless. But the thoughts of man can be counted, like the 
years of his life. The wisdom of the Magi is the greatest of all wisdoms 
on earth, because it knows its own ignorance. And that is the secret of 
power. We keep men always looking and waiting for a new sunrise. 
But we ourselves understand that the darkness is equal to the light, 
and that the conflict between them will never be ended.”
	 “That does not satisfy me,” answered Artaban, “for, if the 
waiting must be endless, if there could be no fulfilment of it, then it 
would not be wisdom to look and wait. We should become like those 
new teachers of the Greeks, who say that there is no truth, and that 
the only wise men are those who spend their lives in discovering and 
exposing the lies that have been believed in the world. But the new 
sunrise will certainly appear in the appointed time. Do not our own 
books tell us that this will come to pass, and that men will see the 
brightness of a great light?”
	 “That is true,” said the voice of Abgarus; “every faithful disciple 
of Zoroaster knows the prophecy of the Avesta, and carries the word 
in his heart. “In that day Sosiosh the Victorious shall arise out of the 
number of the prophets in the east country. Around him shall shine a 
mighty brightness, and he shall make life everlasting, incorruptible, 
and immortal, and the dead shall rise again.’”
	 “This is a dark saying,” said Tigranes, “and it may be that we 
shall never understand it. It is better to consider the things that are 
near at hand, and to increase the influence of the Magi in their own 
country, rather than to look for one who may be a stranger, and to 
whom we must resign our power.”
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	 The others seemed to approve these words. There was a silent 
feeling of agreement manifest among them; their looks responded 
with that indefinable expression which always follows when a speaker 
has uttered the thought that has been slumbering in the hearts of his 
listeners. But Artaban turned to Abgarus with a glow on his face, and 
said:
	 “My father, I have kept this prophecy in the secret place of 
my soul. Religion without a great hope would be like an altar without 
a living fire. And now the flame has burned more brightly, and by 
the light of it I have read other words which also have come from 
the fountain of Truth, and speak yet more clearly of the rising of the 
Victorious One in his brightness.”
	 He drew from the breast of his tunic two small rolls of fine 
parchment, with writing upon them, and unfolded them carefully 
upon his knee.
	 “In the years that are lost in the past, long before our fathers 
came into the land of Babylon, there were wise men in Chaldea, from 
whom the first of the Magi learned the secret of the heavens. And of 
these Balaam the son of Beor was one of the mightiest. Hear the words 
of his prophecy: ‘There shall come a star out of Jacob, and a scepter 
shall arise out of Israel.’”
	 The lips of Tigranes drew downward with contempt, as he 
said:
	 “Judah was a captive by the waters of Babylon, and the sons of 
Jacob were in bondage to our kings. The tribes of Israel are scattered 
through the mountains like lost sheep, and from the remnant that 
dwells in Judea under the yoke of Rome neither star nor sceptre shall 
arise.”
	 “And yet,” answered Artaban, “it was the Hebrew Daniel, 
the mighty searcher of dreams, the counsellor of kings, the wise 
Belteshazzar, who was most honoured and beloved of our great King 
Cyrus. A prophet of sure things and a reader of the thoughts of the 
Eternal, Daniel proved himself to our people. And these are the words 
that he wrote.” (Artaban read from the second roll:) “ ‘Know, therefore, 
and understand that from the going forth of the commandment to 
restore Jerusalem, unto the Anointed One, the Prince, the time shall be 
seven and threescore and two weeks.”’
	 “But, my son,” said Abgarus, doubtfully, “these are mystical 
numbers. Who can interpret them, or who can find the key that shall 
unlock their meaning?”
	 Artaban answered: “It has been shown to me and to my three 
companions among the Magi—Caspar, Melchior, and Balthazar. We 
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have searched the ancient tablets of Chaldea and computed the time. 
It falls in this year. We have studied the sky, and in the spring of the 
year we saw two of the greatest planets draw near together in the sign 
of the Fish, which is the house of the Hebrews. We also saw a new star 
there, which shone for one night and then vanished. Now again the 
two great planets are meeting. This night is their conjunction. My three 
brothers are watching by the ancient Temple of the Seven Spheres, at 
Borsippa, in Babylonia, and I am watching here. If the star shines again, 
they will wait ten days for me at the temple, and then we will set out 
together for Jerusalem, to see and worship the promised one who shall 
be born King of Israel. I believe the sign will come. I have made ready 
for the journey. I have sold my possessions, and bought these three 
jewels—a sapphire, a ruby, and a pearl—to carry them as tribute to 
the King. And I ask you to go with me on the pilgrimage, that we may 
have joy together in finding the Prince who is worthy to be served.”
	 While he was speaking he thrust his hand into the inmost fold 
of his, girdle and drew out three great gems—one blue as a fragment of 
the night sky, one redder than a ray of sunrise, and one as pure as the 
peak of a snow-mountain at twilight—and laid them on the outspread 
scrolls before him.
	 But his friends looked on with strange and alien eyes. A veil of 
doubt and mistrust came over their faces, like a fog creeping up from 
the marshes to hide the hills. They glanced at each other with looks of 
wonder and pity, as those who have listened to incredible sayings, the 
story of a wild vision, or the proposal of an impossible enterprise.
	 At last Tigranes said: “Artaban, this is a vain dream. It comes 
from too much looking upon the stars and the cherishing of lofty 
thoughts. It would be wiser to spend the time in gathering money for 
the new fire-temple at Chala. No king will ever rise from the broken 
race of Israel, and no end will ever come to the eternal strife of light 
and darkness. He who looks for it is a chaser of shadows. Farewell.”
	 And another said: “Artaban, I have no knowledge of these 
things, and my office as guardian of the royal treasure binds me here. 
The quest is not for me. But if thou must follow it, fare thee well.”
	 And another said: “In my house there sleeps a new bride, and 
I cannot leave her nor take her with me on this strange journey. This 
quest is not for me. But may thy steps be prospered wherever thou 
goest. So, farewell.”
	 And another said: “I am ill and unfit for hardship, but there is a 
man among my servants whom I will send with thee when thou goest, 
to bring me word how thou farest.”
	 So, one by one, they left the house of Artaban. But Abgarus, the 
oldest and the one who loved him the best, lingered after the others 
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had gone, and said, gravely: “My son, it may be that the light of truth 
is in this sign that has appeared in the skies, and then it will surely lead 
to the Prince and the mighty brightness. Or it may be that it is only a 
shadow of the light, as Tigranes has said, and then he who follows 
it will have a long pilgrimage and a fruitless search. But it is better 
to follow even the shadow of the best than to remain content with 
the worst. And those who would see wonderful things must often be 
ready to travel alone. I am too old for this journey, but my heart shall 
be a companion of thy pilgrimage day and night, and I shall know the 
end of thy quest. Go in peace.”
	 Then Abgarus went out of the azure chamber with its silver 
stars, and Artaban was left in solitude.
	 He gathered up the jewels and replaced them in his girdle. For 
a long time he stood and watched the flame that flickered and sank 
upon the altar. Then he crossed the hall, lifted the heavy curtain, and 
passed out between the pillars of porphyry to the terrace on the roof.
	 The shiver that runs through the earth ere she rouses from 
her night-sleep had already begun, and the cool wind that heralds the 
daybreak was drawing downward from the lofty snow-traced ravines 
of Mount Orontes. Birds, half-awakened, crept and chirped among the 
rustling leaves, and the smell of ripened grapes came in brief wafts 
from the arbours.
	 Far over the eastern plain a white mist stretched like a lake. 
But where the distant peaks of Zagros serrated the western horizon the 
sky was clear. Jupiter and Saturn rolled together like drops of lambent 
flame about to blend in one.
	 As Artaban watched them, a steel-blue spark was born out 
of the darkness beneath, rounding itself with purple splendours to 
a crimson sphere, and spiring upward through rays of saffron and 
orange into a point of white radiance. Tiny and infinitely remote, yet 
perfect in every part, it pulsated in the enormous vault as if the three 
jewels in the Magian’s girdle had mingled and been transformed into 
a living heart of light.
	 He bowed his head. He covered his brow with his hands.
	 “It is the sign,” he said. “The King is coming, and I will go to 
meet him.”

II

	 All night long, Vasda, the swiftest of Artaban’s horses, 
had been waiting, saddled and bridled, in her stall, 
pawing the ground impatiently, and shaking her bit as 

if she shared the eagerness of her master’s purpose, though she knew 
not its meaning.
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	 Before the birds had fully roused to their strong, high, joyful 
chant of morning song, before the white mist had begun to lift lazily 
from the plain, the Other Wise Man was in the saddle, riding swiftly 
along the high-road, which skirted the base of Mount Orontes, 
westward.
	 How close, how intimate is the comradeship between a man 
and his favourite horse on a long journey. It is a silent, comprehensive 
friendship, an intercourse beyond the need of words.
	 They drink at the same way-side springs, and sleep under the 
same guardian stars. They are conscious together of the subduing spell 
of nightfall and the quickening joy of daybreak. The master shares his 
evening meal with his hungry companion, and feels the soft, moist lips 
caressing the palm of his hand as they close over the morsel of bread. 
In the gray dawn he is roused from his bivouac by the gentle stir of a 
warm, sweet breath over his sleeping face, and looks up into the eyes 
of his faithful fellow-traveller, ready and waiting for the toil of the 
day. Surely, unless he is a pagan and an unbeliever, by whatever name 
he calls upon his God, he will thank Him for this voiceless sympathy, 
this dumb affection, and his morning prayer will embrace a double 
blessing—God bless us both, the horse and the rider, and keep our feet 
from falling and our souls from death!
	 Then, through the keen morning air, the swift hoofs beat their 
tattoo along the road, keeping time to the pulsing of two hearts that are 
moved with the same eager desire—to conquer space, to devour the 
distance, to attain the goal of the journey.
	 Artaban must indeed ride wisely and well if he would keep 
the appointed hour with the other Magi; for the route was a hundred 
and fifty parasangs, and fifteen was the utmost that he could travel 
in a day. But he knew Vasda’s strength, and pushed forward without 
anxiety, making the fixed distance every day, though he must travel 
late into the night, and in the morning long before sunrise.
	 He passed along the brown slopes of Mount Orontes, furrowed 
by the rocky courses of a hundred torrents.
	 He crossed the level plains of the Nisaeans, where the famous 
herds of horses, feeding in the wide pastures, tossed their heads at 
Vasda’s approach, and galloped away with a thunder of many hoofs, 
and flocks of wild birds rose suddenly from the swampy meadows, 
wheeling in great circles with a shining flutter of innumerable wings 
and shrill cries of surprise.
	 He traversed the fertile fields of Concabar, where the dust 
from the threshing-floors filled the air with a golden mist, half hiding 
the huge temple of Astarte with its four hundred pillars.
	 At Baghistan, among the rich gardens watered by fountains 
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from the rock, he looked up at the mountain thrusting its immense 
rugged brow out over the road, and saw the figure of King Darius 
trampling upon his fallen foes, and the proud list of his wars and 
conquests graven high upon the face of the eternal cliff.
	 Over many a cold and desolate pass, crawling painfully across 
the wind-swept shoulders of the hills; down many a black mountain-
gorge, where the river roared and raced before him like a savage guide; 
across many a smiling vale, with terraces of yellow limestone full of 
vines and fruit-trees; through the oak-groves of Carine and the dark 
Gates of Zagros, walled in by precipices; into the ancient city of Chala, 
where the people of Samaria had been kept in captivity long ago; and 
out again by the mighty portal, riven through the encircling hills, where 
he saw the image of the High Priest of the Magi sculptured on the 
wall of rock, with hand uplifted as if to bless the centuries of pilgrims; 
past the entrance of the narrow defile, filled from end to end with 
orchards of peaches and figs, through which the river Gyndes foamed 
down to meet him; over the broad rice-fields, where the autumnal 
vapours spread their deathly mists; following along the course of the 
river, under tremulous shadows of poplar and tamarind, among the 
lower hills; and out upon the flat plain, where the road ran straight 
as an arrow through the stubble-fields and parched meadows; past 
the city of Ctesiphon, where the Parthian emperors reigned, and the 
vast metropolis of Seleucia which Alexander built; across the swirling 
floods of Tigris and the many channels of Euphrates, flowing yellow 
through the corn-lands—Artaban pressed onward until he arrived, at 
nightfall on the tenth day, beneath the shattered walls of populous 
Babylon.
	 Vasda was almost spent, and Artaban would gladly have 
turned into the city to find rest and refreshment for himself and for 
her. But he knew that it was three hours’ journey yet to the Temple 
of the Seven Spheres, and he must reach the place by midnight if he 
would find his comrades waiting. So he did not halt, but rode steadily 
across the stubble-fields.
	 A grove of date-palms made an island of gloom in the pale 
yellow sea. As she passed into the shadow Vasda slackened her pace, 
and began to pick her way more carefully.
	 Near the farther end of the darkness an access of caution 
seemed to fall upon her. She scented some danger or difficulty; it was 
not in her heart to fly from it—only to be prepared for it, and to meet 
it wisely, as a good horse should do. The grove was close and silent as 
the tomb; not a leaf rustled, not a bird sang.
	 She felt her steps before her delicately, carrying her head low, 
and sighing now and then with apprehension. At last she gave a quick 
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breath of anxiety and dismay, and stood stock-still, quivering in every 
muscle, before a dark object in the shadow of the last palm-tree.
	 Artaban dismounted. The dim starlight revealed the form 
of a man lying across the road. His humble dress and the outline of 
his haggard face showed that he was probably one of the Hebrews 
who still dwelt in great numbers around the city. His pallid skin, dry 
and yellow as parchment, bore the mark of the deadly fever which 
ravaged the marsh-lands in autumn. The chill of death was in his lean 
hand, and, as Artaban released it, the arm fell back inertly upon the 
motionless breast.
	 He turned away with a thought of pity, leaving the body to that 
strange burial which the Magians deemed most fitting—the funeral of 
the desert, from which the kites and vultures rise on dark wings, and 
the beasts of prey slink furtively away. When they are gone there is 
only a heap of white bones on the sand.
	 But, as he turned, a long, faint, ghostly sigh came from the 
man’s lips. The bony fingers gripped the hem of the Magian’s robe 
and held him fast.
Artaban’s heart leaped to his throat, not with fear, but with a dumb 
resentment at the importunity of this blind delay.
	 How could he stay here in the darkness to minister to a dying 
stranger? What claim had this unknown fragment of human life upon 
his compassion or his service? If he lingered but for an hour he could 
hardly reach Borsippa at the appointed time. His companions would 
think he had given up the journey. They would go without him. He 
would lose his quest.
But if he went on now, the man would surely die. If Artaban stayed, life 
might be restored. His spirit throbbed and fluttered with the urgency 
of the crisis. Should he risk the great reward of his faith for the sake of 
a single deed of charity? Should he turn aside, if only for a moment, 
from the following of the star, to give a cup of cold water to a poor, 
perishing Hebrew?
	 “God of truth and purity,” he prayed, “direct me in the holy 
path, the way of wisdom which Thou only knowest.”
	 Then he turned back to the sick man. Loosening the grasp of 
his hand, he carried him to a little mound at the foot of the palm-tree.
	 He unbound the thick folds of the turban and opened the 
garment above the sunken breast. He brought water from one of the 
small canals near by, and moistened the sufferer’s brow and mouth. He 
mingled a draught of one of those simple but potent remedies which 
he carried always in his girdle—for the Magians were physicians as 
well as astrologers—and poured it slowly between the colourless lips. 
Hour after hour he laboured as only a skilful healer of disease can do. 
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At last the man’s strength returned; he sat up and looked about him.
	 “Who art thou?” he said, in the rude dialect of the country, 
“and why hast thou sought me here to bring back my life?”
	 “I am Artaban the Magian, of the city of Ecbatana, and I am 
going to Jerusalem in search of one who is to be born King of the Jews, 
a great Prince and Deliverer of all men. I dare not delay any longer 
upon my journey, for the caravan that has waited for me may depart 
without me. But see, here is all that I have left of bread and wine, and 
here is a potion of healing herbs. When thy strength is restored thou 
canst find the dwellings of the Hebrews among the houses of Babylon.”
	 The Jew raised his trembling hand solemnly to heaven.
“Now may the God of Abraham and Isaac and Jacob bless and prosper 
the journey of the merciful, and bring him in peace to his desired 
haven. Stay! I have nothing to give thee in return—only this: that I 
can tell thee where the Messiah must be sought. For our prophets 
have said that he should be born not in Jerusalem, but in Bethlehem 
of Judah. May the Lord bring thee in safety to that place, because thou 
hast had pity upon the sick.”
	 It was already long past midnight. Artaban rode in haste, and 
Vasda, restored by the brief rest, ran eagerly through the silent plain 
and swam the channels of the river. She put forth the remnant of her 
strength, and fled over the ground like a gazelle.
	 But the first beam of the rising sun sent a long shadow before 
her as she entered upon the final stadium of the journey, and the eyes 
of Artaban, anxiously scanning the great mound of Nimrod and the 
Temple of the Seven Spheres, could discern no trace of his friends.
	 The many-colored terraces of black and orange and red and 
yellow and green and blue and white, shattered by the convulsions of 
nature, and crumbling under the repeated blows of human violence, 
still glittered like a ruined rainbow in the morning light.
	 Artaban rode swiftly around the hill. He dismounted and 
climbed to the highest terrace, looking out toward the west.
	 The huge desolation of the marshes stretched away to the 
horizon and the border of the desert. Bitterns stood by the stagnant 
pools and jackals skulked through the low bushes; but there was no 
sign of the caravan of the Wise Men, far or near.
	 At the edge of the terrace he saw a little cairn of broken bricks, 
and under them a piece of papyrus. He caught it up and read: “We 
have waited past the midnight, and can delay no longer. We go to find 
the King. Follow us across the desert.”
	 Artaban sat down upon the ground and covered his head in 
despair.
	 “How can I cross the desert,” said he, “with no food and with 
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a spent horse? I must return to Babylon, sell my sapphire, and buy a 
train of camels, and provision for the journey. I may never overtake 
my friends. Only God the merciful knows whether I shall not lose the 
sight of the King because I tarried to show mercy.”

III

	 There was a silence in the Hall of Dreams, where I was 
listening to the story of the Other Wise Man. Through 
this silence I saw, but very dimly, his figure passing 

over the dreary undulations of the desert, high upon the back of his 
camel, rocking steadily onward like a ship over the waves.
	 The land of death spread its cruel net around him. The stony 
waste bore no fruit but briers and thorns. The dark ledges of rock thrust 
themselves above the surface here and there, like the bones of perished 
monsters. Arid and inhospitable mountain-ranges rose before him, 
furrowed with dry channels of ancient torrents, white and ghastly 
as scars on the face of nature. Shifting hills of treacherous sand were 
heaped like tombs along the horizon. By day, the fierce heat pressed 
its intolerable burden on the quivering air. No living creature moved 
on the dumb, swooning earth, but tiny jerboas scuttling through the 
parched bushes, or lizards vanishing in the clefts of the rock. By night 
the jackals prowled and barked in the distance, and the lion made the 
black ravines echo with his hollow roaring, while a bitter, blighting 
chill followed the fever of the day. Through heat and cold, the Magian 
moved steadily onward.
	 Then I saw the gardens and orchards of Damascus, watered 
by the streams of Abana and Pharpar, with their sloping swards 
inlaid with bloom, and their thickets of myrrh and roses. I saw the 
long, snowy ridge of Hermon, and the dark groves of cedars, and the 
valley of the Jordan, and the blue waters of the Lake of Galilee, and the 
fertile plain of Esdraelon, and the hills of Ephraim, and the highlands 
of Judah. Through all these I followed the figure of Artaban moving 
steadily onward, until he arrived at Bethlehem. And it was the third 
day after the three Wise Men had come to that place and had found 
Mary and Joseph, with the young child, Jesus, and had laid their gifts 
of gold and frankincense and myrrh at his feet.
	 Then the Other Wise Man drew near, weary, but full of hope, 
bearing his ruby and his pearl to offer to the King. “For now at last,” 
he said, “I shall surely find him, though I be alone, and later than my 
brethren. This is the place of which the Hebrew exile told me that the 
prophets had spoken, and here I shall behold the rising of the great 
light. But I must inquire about the visit of my brethren, and to what 
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house the star directed them, and to whom they presented their 
tribute.”
	 The streets of the village seemed to be deserted, and Artaban 
wondered whether the men had all gone up to the hill-pastures to 
bring down their sheep. From the open door of a cottage he heard 
the sound of a woman’s voice singing softly. He entered and found a 
young mother hushing her baby to rest. She told him of the strangers 
from the far East who had appeared in the village three days ago, and 
how they said that a star had guided them to the place where Joseph of 
Nazareth was lodging with his wife and her new-born child, and how 
they had paid reverence to the child and given him many rich gifts.
	 “But the travellers disappeared again,” she continued, “as 
suddenly as they had come. We were afraid at the strangeness of their 
visit. We could not understand it. The man of Nazareth took the child 
and his mother, and fled away that same night secretly, and it was 
whispered that they were going to Egypt. Ever since, there has been a 
spell upon the village; something evil hangs over it. They say that the 
Roman soldiers are coming from Jerusalem to force a new tax from us, 
and the men have driven the flocks and herds far back among the hills, 
and hidden themselves to escape it.”
	 Artaban listened to her gentle, timid speech, and the child 
in her arms looked up in his face and smiled, stretching out its rosy 
hands to grasp at the winged circle of gold on his breast. His heart 
warmed to the touch. It seemed like a greeting of love and trust to one 
who had journeyed long in loneliness and perplexity, fighting with his 
own doubts and fears, and following a light that was veiled in clouds.
	 “Why might not this child have been the promised Prince?” he 
asked within himself, as he touched its soft cheek. “Kings have been 
born ere now in lowlier houses than this, and the favorite of the stars 
may rise even from a cottage. But it has not seemed good to the God of 
wisdom to reward my search so soon and so easily. The one whom I 
seek has gone before me; and now I must follow the King to Egypt.”
	 The young mother laid the baby in its cradle, and rose to 
minister to the wants of the strange guest that fate had brought into 
her house. She set food before him, the plain fare of peasants, but 
willingly offered, and therefore full of refreshment for the soul as well 
as for the body. Artaban accepted it gratefully; and, as he ate, the child 
fell into a happy slumber, and murmured sweetly in its dreams, and a 
great peace filled the room.
	 But suddenly there came the noise of a wild confusion in the 
streets of the village, a shrieking and wailing of women’s voices, a 
clangor of brazen trumpets and a clashing of swords, and a desperate 
cry: “The soldiers! the soldiers of Herod! They are killing our children.”
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	 The young mother’s face grew white with terror. She clasped 
her child to her bosom, and crouched motionless in the darkest corner 
of the room, covering him with the folds of her robe, lest he should 
wake and cry.
But Artaban went quickly and stood in the doorway of the house. His 
broad shoulders filled the portal from side to side, and the peak of his 
white cap all but touched the lintel.
	 The soldiers came hurrying down the street with bloody hands 
and dripping swords. At the sight of the stranger in his imposing dress 
they hesitated with surprise. The captain of the band approached the 
threshold to thrust him aside. But Artaban did not stir. His face was 
as calm as though he were watching the stars, and in his eyes there 
burned that steady radiance before which even the half-tamed hunting 
leopard shrinks, and the bloodhound pauses in his leap. He held the 
soldier silently for an instant, and then said in a low voice:
	 “I am all alone in this place, and I am waiting to give this jewel 
to the prudent captain who will leave me in peace.”
	 He showed the ruby, glistening in the hollow of his hand like 
a great drop of blood.
	 The captain was amazed at the splendor of the gem. The pupils 
of his eyes expanded with desire, and the hard lines of greed wrinkled 
around his lips. He stretched out his hand and took the ruby.
	 “March on!” he cried to his men, “there is no child here. The 
house is empty.”
The clamor and the clang of arms passed down the street as the 
headlong fury of the chase sweeps by the secret covert where the 
trembling deer is hidden. Artaban re-entered the cottage. He turned 
his face to the east and prayed:
	 “God of truth, forgive my sin! I have said the thing that is not, 
to save the life of a child. And two of my gifts are gone. I have spent for 
man that which was meant for God. Shall I ever be worthy to see the 
face of the King?”
But the voice of the woman, weeping for joy in the shadow behind 
him, said very gently:
	 “Because thou hast saved the life of my little one, may the Lord 
bless thee and keep thee; the Lord make His face to shine upon thee 
and be gracious unto thee; the Lord lift up His countenance upon thee 
and give thee peace.”

IV

	 Again there was a silence in the Hall of Dreams, deeper 
and more mysterious than the first interval, and I 
understood that the years of Artaban were flowing 
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very swiftly under the stillness, and I caught only a glimpse, here and 
there, of the river of his life shining through the mist that concealed its 
course.
I saw him moving among the throngs of men in populous Egypt, 
seeking everywhere for traces of the household that had come down 
from Bethlehem, and finding them under the spreading sycamore-
trees of Heliopolis, and beneath the walls of the Roman fortress of New 
Babylon beside the Nile—traces so faint and dim that they vanished 
before him continually, as footprints on the wet river-sand glisten for 
a moment with moisture and then disappear.
	 I saw him again at the foot of the pyramids, which lifted their 
sharp points into the intense saffron glow of the sunset sky, changeless 
monuments of the perishable glory and the imperishable hope of man. 
He looked up into the face of the crouching Sphinx and vainly tried to 
read the meaning of the calm eyes and smiling mouth. Was it, indeed, 
the mockery of all effort and all aspiration, as Tigranes had said—the 
cruel jest of a riddle that has no answer, a search that never can succeed? 
Or was there a touch of pity and encouragement in that inscrutable 
smile—a promise that even the defeated should attain a victory, and 
the disappointed should discover a prize, and the ignorant should be 
made wise, and the blind should see, and the wandering should come 
into the haven at last?
	 I saw him again in an obscure house of Alexandria, taking 
counsel with a Hebrew rabbi. The venerable man, bending over the 
rolls of parchment on which the prophecies of Israel were written, read 
aloud the pathetic words which foretold the sufferings of the promised 
Messiah—the despised and rejected of men, the man of sorrows and 
acquainted with grief.
	 “And remember, my son,” said he, fixing his eyes upon the 
face of Artaban, “the King whom thou seekest is not to be found in 
a palace, nor among the rich and powerful. If the light of the world 
and the glory of Israel had been appointed to come with the greatness 
of earthly splendor, it must have appeared long ago. For no son of 
Abraham will ever again rival the power which Joseph had in the 
palaces of Egypt, or the magnificence of Solomon throned between the 
lions in Jerusalem. But the light for which the world is waiting is a new 
light, the glory that shall rise out of patient and triumphant suffering. 
And the kingdom which is to be established forever is a new kingdom, 
the royalty of unconquerable love.
	 “I do not know how this shall come to pass, nor how the 
turbulent kings and peoples of earth shall be brought to acknowledge 
the Messiah and pay homage to him. But this I know. Those who seek 
him will do well to look among the poor and the lowly, the sorrowful 
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and the oppressed.”
	 So I saw the Other Wise Man again and again, travelling from 
place to place, and searching among the people of the dispersion, with 
whom the little family from Bethlehem might, perhaps, have found a 
refuge. He passed through countries where famine lay heavy upon 
the land, and the poor were crying for bread. He made his dwelling 
in plague-stricken cities where the sick were languishing in the bitter 
companionship of helpless misery. He visited the oppressed and 
the afflicted in the gloom of subterranean prisons, and the crowded 
wretchedness of slave-markets, and the weary toil of galley-ships. In 
all this populous and intricate world of anguish, though he found none 
to worship, he found many to help. He fed the hungry, and clothed 
the naked, and healed the sick, and comforted the captive; and his 
years passed more swiftly than the weaver’s shuttle that flashes back 
and forth through the loom while the web grows and the pattern is 
completed.
	 It seemed almost as if he had forgotten his quest. But once I saw 
him for a moment as he stood alone at sunrise, waiting at the gate of a 
Roman prison. He had taken from a secret resting-place in his bosom 
the pearl, the last of his jewels. As he looked at it, a mellower lustre, 
a soft and iridescent light, full of shifting gleams of azure and rose, 
trembled upon its surface. It seemed to have absorbed some reflection 
of the lost sapphire and ruby. So the secret purpose of a noble life 
draws into itself the memories of past joy and past sorrow. All that has 
helped it, all that has hindered it, is transfused by a subtle magic into 
its very essence. It becomes more luminous and precious the longer it 
is carried close to the warmth of the beating heart.
Then, at last, while I was thinking of this pearl, and of its meaning, I 
heard the end of the story of the Other Wise Man.

V

	 Three-and-thirty years of the life of Artaban had passed 
away, and he was still a pilgrim and a seeker after light. 
His hair, once darker than the cliffs of Zagros, was now 

white as the wintry snow that covered them. His eyes, that once flashed 
like flames of fire, were dull as embers smouldering among the ashes.
	 Worn and weary and ready to die, but still looking for the 
King, he had come for the last time to Jerusalem. He had often visited 
the holy city before, and had searched all its lanes and crowded bevels 
and black prisons without finding any trace of the family of Nazarenes 
who had fled from Bethlehem long ago. But now it seemed as if he 
must make one more effort, and something whispered in his heart 
that, at last, he might succeed.
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	 It was the season of the Passover. The city was thronged with 
strangers. The children of Israel, scattered in far lands, had returned 
to the Temple for the great feast, and there had been a confusion of 
tongues in the narrow streets for many days.
	 But on this day a singular agitation was visible in the multitude. 
The sky was veiled with a portentous gloom. Currents of excitement 
seemed to flash through the crowd. A secret tide was sweeping them all 
one way. The clatter of sandals and the soft, thick sound of thousands 
of bare feet shuffling over the stones, flowed unceasingly along the 
street that leads to the Damascus gate.
Artaban joined a group of people from his own country, Parthian Jews 
who had come up to keep the Passover, and inquired of them the cause 
of the tumult, and where they were going.
	 “We are going,” they answered, “to the place called Golgotha, 
outside the city walls, where there is to be an execution. Have you not 
heard what has happened? Two famous robbers are to be crucified, 
and with them another, called Jesus of Nazareth, a man who has 
done many wonderful works among the people, so that they love him 
greatly. But the priests and elders have said that he must die, because 
he gave himself out to be the Son of God. And Pilate has sent him to 
the cross because he said that he was the “King of the Jews.’
	 How strangely these familiar words fell upon the tired heart 
of Artaban! They had led him for a lifetime over land and sea. And 
now they came to him mysteriously, like a message of despair. The 
King had arisen, but he had been denied and cast out. He was about 
to perish. Perhaps he was already dying. Could it be the same who 
had been born in Bethlehem thirty-three years ago, at whose birth the 
star had appeared in heaven, and of whose coming the prophets had 
spoken?
	 Artaban’s heart beat unsteadily with that troubled, doubtful 
apprehension which is the excitement of old age. But he said within 
himself: “The ways of God are stranger than the thoughts of men, and 
it may be that I shall find the King, at last, in the hands of his enemies, 
and shall come in time to offer my pearl for his ransom before he dies.”
	 So the old man followed the multitude with slow and painful 
steps toward the Damascus gate of the city. Just beyond the entrance of 
the guardhouse a troop of Macedonian soldiers came down the street, 
dragging a young girl with torn dress and dishevelled hair. As the 
Magian paused to look at her with compassion, she broke suddenly 
from the hands of her tormentors, and threw herself at his feet, clasping 
him around the knees. She had seen his white cap and the winged 
circle on his breast.
	 “Have pity on me,” she cried, “and save me, for the sake of the 
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God of Purity! I also am a daughter of the true religion which is taught 
by the Magi. My father was a merchant of Parthia, but he is dead, and I 
am seized for his debts to be sold as a slave. Save me from worse than 
death!”
	 Artaban trembled.
	 It was the old conflict in his soul, which had come to him in the 
palm-grove of Babylon and in the cottage at Bethlehem—the conflict 
between the expectation of faith and the impulse of love. Twice the 
gift which he had consecrated to the worship of religion had been 
drawn to the service of humanity. This was the third trial, the ultimate 
probation, the final and irrevocable choice.
	 Was it his great opportunity, or his last temptation? He could 
not tell. One thing only was clear in the darkness of his mind—it was 
inevitable. And does not the inevitable come from God?
	 One thing only was sure to his divided heart—to rescue this 
helpless girl would be a true deed of love. And is not love the light of 
the soul?
He took the pearl from his bosom. Never had it seemed so luminous, 
so radiant, so full of tender, living lustre. He laid it in the hand of the 
slave.
	 “This is thy ransom, daughter! It is the last of my treasures 
which I kept for the King.”
	 While he spoke, the darkness of the sky deepened, and 
shuddering tremors ran through the earth heaving convulsively like 
the breast of one who struggles with mighty grief.
	 The walls of the houses rocked to and fro. Stones were loosened 
and crashed into the street. Dust clouds filled the air. The soldiers fled 
in terror, reeling like drunken men. But Artaban and the girl whom he 
had ransomed crouched helpless beneath the wall of the Praetorium.
	 What had he to fear? What had he to hope? He had given away 
the last remnant of his tribute for the King. He had parted with the last 
hope of finding him. The quest was over, and it had failed. But, even 
in that thought, accepted and embraced, there was peace. It was not 
resignation. It was not submission. It was something more profound 
and searching. He knew that all was well, because he had done the best 
that he could from day to day. He had been true to the light that had 
been given to him. He had looked for more. And if he had not found it, 
if a failure was all that came out of his life, doubtless that was the best 
that was possible. He had not seen the revelation of “life everlasting, 
incorruptible and immortal.” But he knew that even if he could live his 
earthly life over again, it could not be otherwise than it had been.
	 One more lingering pulsation of the earthquake quivered 
through the ground. A heavy tile, shaken from the roof, fell and struck 
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the old man on the temple. He lay breathless and pale, with his gray 
head resting on the young girl’s shoulder, and the blood trickling from 
the wound. As she bent over him, fearing that he was dead, there came 
a voice through the twilight, very small and still, like music sounding 
from a distance, in which the notes are clear but the words are lost. 
The girl turned to see if some one had spoken from the window above 
them, but she saw no one.
	 Then the old man’s lips began to move, as if in answer, and she 
heard him say in the Parthian tongue:
	 “Not so, my Lord! For when saw I thee an hungered and fed 
thee? Or thirsty, and gave thee drink? When saw I thee a stranger, and 
took thee in? Or naked, and clothed thee? When saw I thee sick or in 
prison, and came unto thee? Three-and— thirty years have I looked for 
thee; but I have never seen thy face, nor ministered to thee, my King.”
	 He ceased, and the sweet voice came again. And again the 
maid heard it, very faint and far away. But now it seemed as though 
she understood the words:
	 “Verily I say unto thee, Inasmuch as thou hast done it unto one 
of the least of these my brethren, thou hast done it unto me.”
	 A calm radiance of wonder and joy lighted the pale face of 
Artaban like the first ray of dawn, on a snowy mountain-peak. A long 
breath of relief exhaled gently from his lips.
	 His journey was ended. His treasures were accepted. The 
Other Wise Man had found the King.



332

THE LOVE OF MONEY



333

56 CLASSIC STORIES ABOUT GREED

The Salt of the Earth
George Gissing

	 Strong and silent the tide of Thames flowed upward, and 
over it swept the morning tide of humanity. Through 
white autumnal mist yellow sunbeams flitted from shore 

to shore. The dome, the spires, the river frontages slowly unveiled and 
brightened: there was hope of a fair day.
	 Not that it much concerned this throng of men and women 
hastening to their labour. From near and far, by the league-long 
highways of South London, hither they converged each morning, and 
joined the procession across the bridge; their task was the same to-day 
as yesterday, regardless of gleam or gloom. Many had walked such a 
distance that they plodded wearily, looking neither to right nor left. 
The more vigorous strode briskly on, elbowing their way, or nimbly 
skipping into the road to gain advance; yet these also had a fixed gaze, 
preoccupied or vacant, seldom cheerful. Here and there a couple of 
friends conversed; girls, with bag or parcel and a book for the dinner 
hour, chattered and laughed; but for the most part lips were mute 
amid the clang and roar of heavy-laden wheels.
	 It was the march of those who combat hunger with delicate 
hands: at the pen’s point, or from behind the breastwork of a counter, 
or trusting to bare wits pressed daily on the grindstone. Their chief 
advantage over the sinewy class beneath them lay in the privilege of 
spending more than they could afford on house and clothing; with rare 
exceptions they had no hope, no chance, of reaching independence; 
enough if they upheld the threadbare standard of respectability, and 
bequeathed it to their children as a solitary heirloom. The oldest looked 
the poorest, and naturally so; amid the tramp of multiplying feet, their 
steps had begun to lag when speed was more than ever necessary; they 
saw newcomers outstrip them, and trudged under an increasing load.
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	 No eye surveying this procession would have paused for a 
moment on Thomas Bird. In costume there was nothing to distinguish 
him from hundreds of rather shabby clerks who passed along with 
their out-of-fashion chimney-pot and badly rolled umbrella; his gait 
was that of a man who takes no exercise beyond the daily walk to and 
from his desk; the casual glance could see nothing in his features but 
patient dullness tending to good humour. He might be thirty, he might 
be forty—impossible to decide. Yet when a ray of sunshine fell upon 
him, and he lifted his eyes to the eastward promise, there shone in 
his countenance something one might vainly have sought through the 
streaming concourse of which Thomas Bird was an unregarded atom. 
For him, it appeared, the struggling sunlight had a message of hope. 
Trouble cleared from his face; he smiled unconsciously and quickened 
his steps.
	 For fifteen years he had walked to and fro over Blackfriars 
Bridge, leaving his home in Camberwell at eight o’clock and reaching 
it again at seven. Fate made him a commercial clerk as his father before 
him; he earned more than enough for his necessities, but seemed to 
have reached the limit of promotion, for he had no influential friends, 
and he lacked the capacity to rise by his own efforts. There may have 
been some calling for which Thomas was exactly suited, but he did not 
know of it; in the office he proved himself a trustworthy machine, with 
no opportunity of becoming anything else. His parents were dead, his 
kindred scattered, he lived, as for several years past, in lodgings. But it 
never occurred to him to think of his lot as mournful. A man of sociable 
instincts, he had many acquaintances, some of whom he cherished. 
An extreme simplicity marked his tastes, and the same characteristic 
appeared in his conversation; an easy man to deceive, easy to make 
fun of, yet impossible to dislike, or despise—unless by the despicable. 
He delighted in stories of adventure, of bravery by flood or field, and 
might have posed—had he ever posed at all—as something of an 
authority on North Pole expeditions and the geography of Polynesia.
	 He received his salary once a month, and to-day was pay-day: 
the consciousness of having earned a certain number of sovereigns 
always set his thoughts on possible purchases, and at present he was 
revolving the subject of his wardrobe. Certainly it needed renewal, 
but Thomas could not decide at which end to begin, head or feet. His 
position in a leading house demanded a good hat, the bad weather 
called for new boots. Living economically as he did, it should have 
been a simple matter to resolve the doubt by purchasing both articles, 
but, for one reason and another, Thomas seldom had a surplus over 
the expenses of his lodgings; in practice he found it very difficult to 
save a sovereign for other needs.
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	 When evening released him he walked away in a cheerful 
frame of mind, grasping the money in his trousers’ pocket, and all but 
decided to make some acquisition on the way home. Near Ludgate 
Circus some one addressed him over his shoulder.
	 “Good evening, Tom; pleasant for the time of year.”
	 The speaker was a man of fifty, stout and florid—the latter 
peculiarity especially marked in his nose; he looked like a substantial 
merchant, and spoke with rather pompous geniality. Thrusting his 
arm through the clerk’s, he walked with him over Blackfriars Bridge, 
talking in the friendliest strain of things impersonal. Beyond the 
bridge—
	 “Do you tram it?” he asked, glancing upwards.
	 “I think so, Mr. Warbeck,” answered the other, whose tone to 
his acquaintance was very respectful.
	 “Ah! I’m afraid it would make me late.—Oh, by the bye, Tom, 
I’m really ashamed—most awkward that this kind of thing happens 
so often, but—could you, do you think?—No, no; one sovereign only. 
Let me make a note of it by the light of this shop-window. Really, the 
total is getting quite considerable. Tut, tut! You shall have a cheque in a 
day or two. Oh, it can’t run on any longer; I’m completely ashamed of 
myself. Entirely temporary—as I explained. A cheque on Wednesday 
at latest. Good-bye, Tom.”
	 They shook hands cordially, and Mr. Warbeck went off in a 
hansom. Thomas Bird, changing his mind about the tram, walked all 
the way home, and with bent head. One would have thought that he 
had just done something discreditable.
	 He was wondering, not for the first time, whether Mrs. 
Warbeck knew or suspected that her husband was in debt to him. Miss 
Warbeck—Alma Warbeck—assuredly had never dreamed of such a 
thing. The system of casual loans dated from nearly twelve months 
ago, and the total was now not much less than thirty pounds. Mr. 
Warbeck never failed to declare that he was ashamed of himself, but 
probably the creditor experienced more discomfort of that kind. At the 
first playful demand Thomas felt a shock. He had known the Warbecks 
since he was a lad, had always respected them as somewhat his social 
superiors, and, as time went on, had recognised that the difference 
of position grew wider: he remaining stationary, while his friends 
progressed to a larger way of living. But they were, he thought, no 
less kind to him; Mrs. Warbeck invited him to the house about once a 
month, and Alma—Alma talked with him in such a pleasant, homely 
way. Did their expenditure outrun their means? He would never have 
supposed it, but for the City man’s singular behavior. About the cheque 
so often promised he cared little, but with all his heart he hoped Mrs. 
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Warbeck did not know.
	 Somewhere near Camberwell Green, just as he had resumed 
the debate about his purchases, a middle-aged woman met him with 
friendly greeting. Her appearance was that of a decent shopkeeper’s 
wife.
	 “I’m so glad I’ve met you, Mr. Bird. I know you’ll be anxious to 
hear how our poor friend is getting on.”
	 She spoke of the daughter of a decayed tradesman, a weak 
and overworked girl, who had lain for some weeks in St. Thomas’s 
Hospital. Mrs. Pritchard, a gadabout infected with philanthropy, was 
fond of discovering such cases, and in everyday conversation made 
the most of her charitable efforts.
	 “They’ll allow her out in another week,” she pursued. “But, 
of course, she can’t expect to be fit for anything for a time. And I very 
much doubt whether she’ll ever get the right use of her limbs again. 
But what we have to think of now is to get her some decent clothing. 
The poor thing has positively nothing. I’m going to speak to Mrs. 
Doubleday, and a few other people. Really, Mr. Bird, if it weren’t that 
I’ve presumed on your good nature so often lately—”
	 She paused and smiled unctuously at him.
	 “I’m afraid I can’t do much,” faltered Thomas, reddening at 
the vision of a new ‘chimney-pot.’
	 “No, no; of course not. I’m sure I should never expect—it’s 
only that every little—however little—does help, you know.”
	 Thomas thrust a hand into his pocket and brought out a florin, 
which Mrs. Pritchard pursed with effusive thanks.
	 Certain of this good woman’s critics doubted her competence 
as a trustee, but Thomas Bird had no such misgiving. He talked with 
kindly interest of the unfortunate girl, and wished her well in a voice 
that carried conviction.
	 His lodgings were a pair of very small, mouldy, and ill-
furnished rooms; he took them unwillingly, overcome by the 
landlady’s doleful story of their long lodgerless condition, and, in 
the exercise of a heavenly forbearance, remained year after year. The 
woman did not cheat him, and Thomas knew enough of life to respect 
her for this remarkable honesty; she was simply an ailing, lachrymose 
slut, incapable of effort. Her son, a lad who had failed in several 
employments from sheer feebleness of mind and body, practically 
owed his subsistence to Thomas Bird, whose good offices had at length 
established the poor fellow at a hairdresser’s. To sit frequently for an 
hour at a time, as Thomas did, listening with attention to Mrs. Batty’s 
talk of her own and her son’s ailments, was in itself a marvel of charity. 
This evening she met him as he entered, and lighted him into his room.
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	 “There’s a letter come for you, Mr. Bird. I put it down 
somewheres—why, now, where did I—? Oh, ‘ere it is. You’ll be glad to 
‘ear as Sam did his first shave to-day, an’ his ‘and didn’t tremble much 
neither.”
	 Burning with desire to open the letter, which he saw was from 
Mrs. Warbeck, Thomas stood patiently until the flow of words began 
to gurgle away amid groans and pantings.
	 “Well,” he cried gaily, “didn’t I promise Sam a shilling when 
he’d done his first shave? If I didn’t I ought to have done, and here it is 
for him.”
	 Then he hurried into the bedroom, and read his letter by candle-
light. It was a short scrawl on thin, scented, pink-hued notepaper. 
Would he do Mrs. Warbeck the ‘favour’ of looking in before ten to-
night? No explanation of this unusually worded request; and Thomas 
fell at once into a tremor of anxiety. With a hurried glance at his watch, 
he began to make ready for the visit, struggling with drawers which 
would neither open nor shut, and driven to despair by the damp 
condition of his clean linen.
	 In this room, locked away from all eyes but his own, lay certain 
relics which Thomas worshipped. One was a photograph of a girl 
of fifteen. At that age Alma Warbeck promised little charm, and the 
photograph allowed her less; but it was then that Thomas Bird became 
her bondman, as he had ever since remained. There was also a letter, 
the only one that he had ever received from her—’Dear Mr. Bird,—
Mamma says will you buy her some more of those jewjewbs at the 
shop in the city, and bring them on Sunday.—Yours sincerely, Alma 
Warbeck’—written when she was sixteen, seven years ago. Moreover, 
there was a playbill, used by Alma on the single occasion when he 
accompanied the family to a theatre.
	 Never had he dared to breathe a syllable of what he thought—
’hoped’ would misrepresent him, for Thomas in this matter had always 
stifled hope. Indeed, hope would have been irrational. In the course 
of her teens Alma grew tall and well proportioned; not beautiful of 
feature, but pleasing; not brilliant in personality, but good-natured; 
fairly intelligent and moderately ambitious. She was the only daughter 
of a dubiously active commission-agent, and must deem it good 
fortune if she married a man with three or four hundred a year; but 
Thomas Bird had no more than his twelve pounds a month, and did 
not venture to call himself a gentleman. In Alma he found the essentials 
of true ladyhood—perhaps with reason; he had never heard her say 
an ill-natured thing, nor seen upon her face a look which pained his 
acute sensibilities; she was unpretentious, of equal temper, nothing of 
a gossip, kindly disposed. Never for a moment had he flattered himself 
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that Alma perceived his devotion or cared for him otherwise than as 
for an old friend. But thought is free, and so is love. The modest clerk 
had made this girl the light of his life, and whether far or near the rays 
of that ideal would guide him on his unworldly path.
	 New shaven and freshly clad, he set out for the Warbecks’ 
house, which was in a near part of Brixton. Not an imposing house by 
any means, but an object of reverence to Thomas Bird. A servant whom 
he did not recognise—servants came and went at the Warbecks’—
admitted him to the drawing-room, which was vacant; there, his eyes 
wandering about the gimcrack furniture, which he never found in the 
same arrangement at two successive visits, he waited till his hostess 
came in.
	 Mrs. Warbeck was very stout, very plain, and rather untidy, yet 
her countenance made an impression not on the whole disagreeable; 
with her wide eyes, slightly parted lips, her homely smile, and 
unadorned speech, she counteracted in some measure the effect, 
upon a critical observer, of the pretentious ugliness with which she 
was surrounded. Thomas thought her a straightforward woman, and 
perhaps was not misled by his partiality. Certainly the tone in which 
she now began, and the tenor of her remarks, repelled suspicion of 
duplicity.
	 “Well, now, Mr. Thomas, I wish to have a talk.” She had thus 
styled him since he grew too old to be called Tom; that is to say, since 
he was seventeen. He was now thirty-one. “And I’m going to talk to 
you just like the old friends we are. You see? No nonsense; no beating 
about the bush. You’d rather have it so, wouldn’t you?” Scarce able to 
articulate, the visitor showed a cheery assent. “Yes, I was sure of that. 
Now—better come to the point at once—my daughter is—well, no, she 
isn’t yet, but the fact is I feel sure she’ll very soon be engaged.”
	 The blow was softened by Thomas’s relief at discovering that 
money would not be the subject of their talk, yet it fell upon him, and 
he winced.
	 “You’ve expected it,” pursued the lady, with bluff good-
humour. “Yes, of course you have.” She said ‘’ave,’ a weakness happily 
unshared by her daughter. “We don’t want it talked about, but I know 
you can hold your tongue. Well, it’s young Mr. Fisher, of Nokes, Fisher 
and Co. We haven’t known him long, but he took from the first to 
Alma, and I have my reasons for believing that the feeling is mutial, 
though I wouldn’t for the world let Alma hear me say so.”
	 Young Mr. Fisher. Thomas knew of him; a capable business 
man, and son of a worthy father. He kept his teeth close, his eyes down.
	 “And now,” pursued Mrs. Warbeck, becoming still more 
genial, “I’m getting round to the unpleasant side of the talk, though I 
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don’t see that it need be unpleasant. We’re old friends, and where’s the 
use of being friendly if you can’t speak your mind, when speak you 
must? It comes to this: I just want to ask you quite straightforward, not 
to be offended or take it ill if we don’t ask you to come here till this 
business is over and settled. You see? The fact is, we’ve told Mr. Fisher 
he can look in whenever he likes, and it might happen, you know, that 
he’d meet you here, and, speaking like old friends—I think it better 
not.”
	 A fire burned in the listener’s cheeks, a noise buzzed in his 
ears. He understood the motive of this frank request; humble as ever—
never humbler than when beneath this roof—he was ready to avow 
himself Mr. Fisher’s inferior; but with all his heart he wished that Mrs. 
Warbeck had found some other way of holding him aloof from her 
prospective son-in-law.
	 “Of course,” continued the woman stolidly, “Alma doesn’t 
know I’m saying this. It’s just between our two selves. I haven’t even 
spoken of it to Mr. Warbeck. I’m quite sure that you’ll understand that 
we’re obliged to make a few changes in the way we’ve lived. It’s all 
very well for you and me to be comfortable together, and laugh and 
talk about all sorts of things, but with one like Alma in the ‘ouse, and 
the friends she’s making and the company that’s likely to come here—
now you do see what I mean, don’t you, now? And you won’t take it 
the wrong way? No, I was sure you wouldn’t. There, now, we’ll shake 
‘ands over it, and be as good friends as ever.” The handshaking was 
metaphorical merely. Thomas smiled, and was endeavouring to shape 
a sentence, when he heard voices out in the hall.
	 “There’s Alma and her father back,” said Mrs. Warbeck. “I 
didn’t think they’d come back so soon; they’ve been with some new 
friends of ours.” Thomas jumped up.
	 “I can’t—I’d rather not see them, please, Mrs. Warbeck. Can 
you prevent it?” His voice startled her somewhat, and she hesitated. A 
gesture of entreaty sent her from the room. As the door opened Alma 
was heard laughing merrily; then came silence. In a minute or two 
the hostess returned and the visitor, faltering, “Thank you. I quite 
understand,” quietly left the house.
	 For three weeks he crossed and recrossed Blackfriars Bridge 
without meeting Mr. Warbeck. His look was perhaps graver, his 
movements less alert, but he had not noticeably changed; his life kept 
its wonted tenor. The florid-nosed gentleman at length came face to 
face with him on Ludgate Hill in the dinner-hour—an embarrassment 
to both. Speedily recovering self-possession Mr. Warbeck pressed the 
clerk’s hand with fervour and drew him aside.
	 “I’ve been wanting to see you, Tom. So you keep away from 
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us, do you? I understand. The old lady has given me a quiet hint. Well, 
well, you’re quite right, and I honour you for it, Tom. Nothing selfish 
about you; you keep it all to yourself; I honour you for it, my dear boy. 
And perhaps I had better tell you, Alma is to be married in January. 
After that, same as before, won’t it be?—Have a glass of wine with me? 
No time? We must have a quiet dinner together some evening; one of 
the old chop houses.—There was something else I wanted to speak 
about, but I see you’re in a hurry. All right, it’ll do next time.”
	 He waved his hand and was gone. When next they encountered 
Mr. Warbeck made bold to borrow ten shillings, without the most 
distant allusion to his outstanding debt.
	 Thomas Bird found comfort in the assurance that Mrs. Warbeck 
had kept her secret as the borrower kept his.
	 Alma’s father was not utterly dishonored in his sight.
	 One day in January, Thomas, pleading indisposition, left work 
at twelve. He had a cold and a headache, and felt more miserable than 
at any time since his school-days. As he rode home in an omnibus Mr. 
and Mrs. Warbeck were entertaining friends at the wedding-breakfast, 
and Thomas knew it. For an hour or two in the afternoon he sat 
patiently under his landlady’s talk, but a fit of nervous exasperation 
at length drove him forth, and he did not return till supper-time. Just 
as he sat down to a basin of gruel, Mrs. Batty admitted a boy who 
brought him a message. “Mother sent me round, Mr. Bird,” said the 
messenger, “and she wants to know if you could just come and see her; 
it’s something about father. He had some work to do, but he hasn’t 
come home to do it.”
	 Without speaking Thomas equipped himself and walked a 
quarter of a mile to the lodgings of a married friend of his—a clerk 
chronically out of work, and too often in liquor. The wife received him 
with tears. After eight weeks without earning a penny, her husband 
had obtained the job of addressing five hundred envelopes, to be done 
at home and speedily. Tempted forth by an acquaintance ‘for half a 
minute’ as he sat down to the task, he had been absent for three hours, 
and would certainly return unfit for work.
	 “It isn’t only the money,” sobbed his wife, “but it might have 
got him more work, and now, of course, he’s lost the chance, and we 
haven’t nothing more than a crust of bread left. And—”
	 Thomas slipped half-a-crown into her hand and whispered, 
“Send Jack before the shops close.” Then, to escape thanks, he shouted 
out, “Where’s these blessed envelopes, and where’s the addresses? All 
right, just leave me this corner of the table and don’t speak to me as 
long as I sit here.”
	 Between half-past nine and half-past twelve, at the rate of 
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eighty an hour, he addressed all but half the five hundred envelopes. 
Then his friend appeared, dolefully drunk. Thomas would not look at 
him.
	 “He’ll finish the rest by dinner to-morrow,” said the miserable 
wife, “and that’s in time.”
	 So Thomas Bird went home. He felt better at heart, and blamed 
himself for his weakness during the day. He blamed himself often 
enough for this or that, knowing not that such as he are the salt of the 
earth.
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The Gift Of The Magi 
by O. Henry 

	 One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And 
sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one 
and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the 

vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned with the 
silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three 
times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the 
next day would be Christmas. 
	 There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby 
little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral 
reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles 
predominating. 
	 While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from 
the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at 
$8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had 
that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad. 
	 In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter 
would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could 
coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name 
“Mr. James Dillingham Young.” 
	 The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former 
period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. 
Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, though, they were thinking 
seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever 
Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above 
he was called “Jim” and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham 
Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good. 
	 Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the 
powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a 
gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would 
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be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a 
present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with 
this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been 
greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a 
present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning 
for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling—
something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being 
owned by Jim. 
	 There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. 
Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very 
agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of 
longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. 
Della, being slender, had mastered the art. 
	 Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the 
glass. her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color 
within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall 
to its full length. 
	 Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham 
Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold 
watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was 
Della’s hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, 
Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry 
just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon 
been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim 
would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him 
pluck at his beard from envy. 
	 So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and 
shining like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and 
made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again 
nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still 
while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet. 
	 On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. 
With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she 
fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street. 
	 Where she stopped the sign read: “Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods 
of All Kinds.” One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. 
Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.” 
	 “Will you buy my hair?” asked Della. 
	 “I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a 
sight at the looks of it.” 
	 Down rippled the brown cascade. 
	 “Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a 
practised hand. 
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	 “Give it to me quick,” said Della. 
	 Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget 
the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present. 
	 She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one 
else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned 
all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste 
in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not 
by meretricious ornamentation—as all good things should do. It was 
even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must 
be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value—the description applied 
to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried 
home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be 
properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch 
was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather 
strap that he used in place of a chain. 
	 When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to 
prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas 
and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to 
love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends—a mammoth 
task. 
Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls 
that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at 
her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically. 
	 “If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a 
second look at me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But 
what could I do—oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty- seven 
cents?” 
	 At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the 
back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops. 
	 Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand 
and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. 
Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, 
and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying 
little silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she 
whispered: “Please God, make him think I am still pretty.” 
	 The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked 
thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two—and to 
be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was 
without gloves. 
	 Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the 
scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an 
expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was 
not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the 
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sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her 
fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face. 
	 Della wriggled off the table and went for him. 
	 “Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my 
hair cut off and sold because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas 
without giving you a present. It’ll grow out again—you won’t mind, 
will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say “Merry 
Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice— 
what a beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.” 
	 “You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had 
not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor. 
	 “Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as 
well, anyhow? I’m me without my hair, ain’t I?” 
	 Jim looked about the room curiously. 
	 “You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of 
idiocy. 
	 “You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you—sold 
and gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for 
you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with 
sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for 
you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?” 
	 Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded 
his Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some 
inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or 
a million a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit 
would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, 
but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated 
later on. 
	 Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it 
upon the table. 
	 “Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t 
think there’s anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo 
that could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap that 
package you may see why you had me going a while at first.” 
	 White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And 
then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change 
to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment 
of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat. 
	 For there lay The Combs—the set of combs, side and back, that 
Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, 
pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims—just the shade to wear in the 
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beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and 
her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least 
hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that 
should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone. 
	 But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able 
to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, 
Jim!” 
	 And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, 
oh!” 
	 Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to 
him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to 
flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit. 
	 “Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll 
have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your 
watch. I want to see how it looks on it.” 
	 Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put 
his hands under the back of his head and smiled. 
	 “Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and 
keep ‘em a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I sold the 
watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put 
the chops on.” 
	 The magi, as you know, were wise men—wonderfully wise 
men—who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented 
the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no 
doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case 
of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful 
chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed 
for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word 
to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these 
two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as they are 
wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. 
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For further reading
Fact:
Greed, Phyllis Tickle (2004, Oxford University Press/ New York Public 
Library) and Gluttony, Francine Prose (2003, Oxford University Press/
New York Public Library). These short books—each less than 100 
pages—are excellent introductions to the subject of greed. They are 
part of a series on the Seven Deadly Sins, first presented as lectures at 
the New York Public Library.

The Wilding of America, Money, Mayhem, and the New American Dream,  
Charles Derbner (2007, Worth). Wilding is defined as individualistic 
acts of self-interested violence and greed. 

Pigs at the Trough: How Corporate Greed and Political Corruption Are 
Undermining America, Arianna Huffington (2004, Three Rivers Press). 
A witty book that lampoons corporate greed.

Greed, Inc.: Why Corporations Rule Our World, Wade Rowland (2006, 
Arcade Publishing). An indictment of modern corporations, which 
enjoy the legal status of individuals but are not bound by the same 
legal and moral responsibilities.

Pipe Dreams: Greed, Ego, and the Death of Enron, Robert Bryce (2004, 
Public Affairs).  As publisher’s Weekly said, “A cautionary tale about 
the consequences of the lurid excesses—personal and professional—
of the recently ended economic bubble, where corporations and their 
employees were so obsessed with acquiring wealth they became 
“dumber than a box of hammers” about making—and saving—
money.”

Fiction:
The Merchant of Venice, William Shakespeare (1596-ish). A classic 
play about property and greed. 

The Miser, Moliere (1668). A comic play about the confusion of love 
and money.

McTeague, Frank Harris (1899; various publishers). About a dentist 
saddled with a greedy wife; made into a 1925 film, Greed, directed by 
Erich von Stroheim— well worth watching.

Speaking of Greed: Stories of Envious Desire, Lawrence Block, editor 
(2001, Cumberland House). A novella by Lawrence Block and 19 short 
stories by masters of the mystery genre.

Twenty more stories about greed are available on the peaceCENTER’s Web site
(free download!)       www.salsa.net/peace/ebooks/extra-greedy.pdf
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TEACHING PEACE?
Class of Nonviolence: 
48 Readings, by Colman 
McCarthy  

University Essays for the 
Class of Nonviolence: 
77 Readings, by Colman 
McCarthy  

Facilitator’s Manual for 
the Class of Nonviolence  
by Susan Ives;  foreword 
by Colman McCarthy

Peace is Our Birthright: 
the p.e.a.c.e. process 
and interfaith community 
development by Ann E. 
Helmke and Rosalyn 
Falcón Collier, with a 
foreword by Arun Gandhi  

Hajj Journal  by Narjis 
Pierre, with an introduction 
& photographs by Ali 
Moshirsadri  

Insights on the Journey: 
Trauma, Healing and 
Wholeness.  Maureen 
Leach, OSF, editor

Working It Out! Managing 
and Mediating Everyday 
Conflicts  by Rosalyn 
Falcón Collier

Death Sentences: 34 
Classic Short Stories 
about the Death Penalty  
Susan Ives (editor) with a 
foreword by Jay Brandon  

End of the Line: Five 
Short Novels about the 
Death Penalty,  Susan Ives

Detour to Death Row  
by David Atwood, 
founder, Texas Coalition 
to Abolish the Death 
Penalty

Capital Ideas: 150 
Classic Writers on the 
Death Penalty, from the 
Code of Hammurabi to 
Clarence Darrow, Susan 
Ives (editor) 

Visualize Whirled 
Peas: Vegan Cooking 
from the San Antonio 
peaceCENTER, Susan 
Ives

Shall We Ever Rise? 
A Holy Walk  Lenten 
collages by Rosalyn 
Falcón Collier and Ann E. 
Helmke

Cerca de la Cerca: 
Near the Border Fence.  
Photographs by María 
Teresa Fernández   
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